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Prologue 


Should you feel even just slightly lonely after this story is over, by all 
means, go see the anime’s Violet. Even if the storyline is different, your 
Auto-Memories Doll will be there. 


—Kana Akatsuki 


Tears spilled down the eyes of a beast. Shedding large teardrops, it wept. 


Why was he saying such things now, at this moment? The beast was 
incapable of understanding. It could not fathom the meaning of those words 
or his reasons to be uttering them. 


A slow-acting poison. The beast had been given it little by little every day, 
and the effects of said poison circulating its whole body were currently 
showing. The beast’s crying was proof of that. Never had it known such 
painful tears. 


He whispered repeatedly. It was an attempt to tell the beast words that it had 
not heard before. This conveyed that they were extremely important, but the 
beast could not accept them. It did not want to comprehend them now. They 
were most certainly against the very meaning of the beast’s existence. 
Should it accept them, the beast would no longer exist for the sake of 
emerald eyes. 





I hate not being able to protect you. My only wish is to keep you safe. 
It’s all I can reciprocate. Don’t be saying these things now; I want you to 
give me orders. 


And so, the beast howled while wailing. It howled at its one and only Lord. 
The most hardly replaceable thing in the world for the beast. 
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Blue eyes opened. 


The beautiful, golden-manned beast had just awoken. Showered in morning 
light, it sat up without hesitation. Moving its small body, it smoothly came 
down from the top of a tree and set its legs on the ground. Swallowing the 
morning dew that had accumulated on its teeth, it picked fruits from the tree 
to eat. It ate one and, after staring fixatedly at the other for a second, the 
beast held onto it and started walking. 


It was morning. A comfortable morning. 


In the environment where the beast lived, there was neither right nor wrong. 
It might eventually die if it stayed there. It might live on forever as long as 
it was there. 


The beast, which could easily sense and deal with invaders, felt neither 
desperation at the fact that morning had come to it, nor hope toward the day 
called today. It did not know such things. As it had never been taught about 
them, it was not capable of embracing them. 


In certain aspects, the beast was overly superior, and in others, it fell so far 
behind that it was unbearable to look at. It had tremendously menacing 
fangs and was beautiful to an uncanny extent. It was that kind of beast. It 
was Still that kind of beast. 


Silence. 


The beast strained its ears. It could hear the sounds of ocean waves from the 
coast. And also the voice of a man who appeared to be cursing. It then 
headed toward the sea. 


The sky still bore colors that were a mixture of daybreak and nightly 
shades. The temperatures were warm and perfectly suitable for putting 


oneself in motion. Spotting the back of the man, who was sitting on the 
beach, the beast approached him slow and quietly. 


Had he been trying to catch fish? Victim to his irritation, a broken, long tree 
branch was being flung away. A single small fish lay on a leaf as proof of 
his efforts. 


Something heartbreaking must have happened for the man to be in such a 
situation. He did not seem to have the strength for cooking or eating the 
fish. With the man in front of it, the beast offered him the fruit. 


He was the man who the beast had cognized as its “master” the other day. 


Adults were necessary for the beast. Adults who could designate it 
instructions of some sort. The beast was able to live on its own, yet it 
needed adults to give it directions. It would be a problem if he died. 


After leaving the fruit there, the beast distanced itself a little and sat on the 
sand. It was waiting for orders. While it did so, something hit its head. 


“You monster.” 


It was a fruit. He had apparently thrown away the fruit that the beast had 
gone through the trouble of giving to him. Even though he was hungry. 


The man glanced its way. His green irises and raven hair glistened amidst 
the break of dawn. He was a beautiful man. 


“T want to kill you,” the man whispered with a tone that would make one 
think this was his true intention. 


It was a cruel statement, but the beast displayed no reaction. The white 
noise of the ocean waves drifted between the two of them. As the beast 
could not talk, the place was quiet when the man did not speak. 


An island of one man and one beast. There used to be a mountain of corpses 
as well, but they had long been buried. 


“But if I were asked whether you’re wrong or not, I don’t know,” the man, 
who would later be identified as Dietfried Bougainvillea, simply talked to it 
with an exhausted face. “If I were in your shoes and felt danger from those 
men... from that man who came towards you all of a sudden, then I 
would’ve probably done that.” 


The beast merely turned its ears to the voice of the man. Not that it could 
understand anything. It was a wild beast and the man was a person. They 
were unable to establish communication. However, whenever it was spoken 
to by the person, the beast would look back at him with its unclouded eyes. 


“That and whether or not I can forgive you are two different things. I can’t. 
In the end, I do want to kill you.” 


Having met in the worst possible way, they had not initiated anything yet, 
but an encounter was a beginning in itself. 


“Still, I have some room for pity too... Just what are you? Were you 
abandoned? Why’re you by yourself in a place like this...?” 


As an announcement for a chemical reaction of sorts that was about to 
occur. 


“No, you killed my men. I actually don’t have room for pity... Anyway, just 
stay quiet and listen.” 


This was the start of a grandiose fate. 


“T’m thinking with myself about what to do with you. I can’t stand you. I 
despise you.” 


That meeting had served as its cornerstone. 


“For now, I need you so that I can survive. You know this territory and can 
ensure food supplies as my tool to prepare for an escape... to go from this 
remote island back to Leidenschaftlich. And I really do feel a burning anger 
for what happened before, so want to punish you. But I have a strong sense 
of duty, so if we manage to leave this place without problems and if I get a 


chance to see my little brother’s face at least one more time, he might take 
interest in you if you do something. I won’t. I myself won’t. I’m 
complicated. A complicated man. You can’t handle me and I can’t handle 
you either. If I continue using you, I'll get fed-up for sure and would indeed 
feel like killing you, but actually doing that would probably be impossible. 
You’re tough. I’d lose. No matter how I look at it, I can’t kill you. I don’t 
know why, but you need me, right? You’re trying to keep me alive and you 
kill things for my sake. Seems like you can be useful. After all, we’re in the 
middle of a war. It’d be fitting of someone like you to be used, used, used, 
used, used, used and used down to every last bit, till you become a worn-out 
mop cloth. That’s right, it definitely fits you...” 


The man continuously spit out outrageous statements for a long while. The 
beast picked up the fruit that had been thrown away again and left it in front 
of him. 


“Try to save me, monster.” The man bit the fruit, and with an annoyed face, 
he threw it at the beast. 


This time, the beast dodged it. The fruit formed an arched trajectory line, 
overlapping with the sunrise lights. It was radiant enough for the beast to 
feel like its retinas would char, and so it closed its eyes as if bringing down 
a curtain. 


Blue eyes opened. 


The beast was inside a large sack. It did not know for how much time it had 
been there. Long had passed since the last time it had been taken to the 
toilet and told to finish its business. Its throat was dry and it was tired from 
recurrent battles. While in the bag, it had repeatedly closed and opened its 
eyelids, falling into a doze, and now it had opened them again. 


It could discern the voice of its master. As well as the stench of some 
burned food that he and the people who followed him were daring to put 
into their mouths. The beast did not like the odor. It dulled its sense of 
smell. 


When would the master use it? There was no meaning to the beast aside 
from being put to use. The beast wanted to be used. It had no other way to 
prove itself. 


There were surely people who found it strange. Why was this doll-like 
beast, who did not show any emotion, so keenly obsessed with being a tool? 
That was very simple. So simple it was ridiculous, so commendable it was 
ludicrous. 


The beast wanted to be with humans. 


It could live by itself. The beast had enough strength for that. It was fine 
even without anyone around. Yet, it wanted to be with people. It hated 
being on its own. That much was obvious. Nobody wanted to be in solitude. 
In true, complete loneliness. That was the desire of people whose mental 
state had grown tired of interacting with people, but no one who was 
actually alone wished for it. The beast wanted to be with someone, but 
could think of a means to do so other than offering itself for use. Which was 
why the beast was doing so. 


It had lost the memory of its parents’ faces, its recollections from before a 
certain time, everything — yet it knew all but the surge born from servitude 
and violence. This was the only thing engraved into the modus operandi of 
the beast’s short life history. It could also be said that it “wound up” being 
engraved there. If it had been taught any other method, it would likely not 
have turned out the way it was. 


The beast did not yet know what it was about to meet. 

“T haven’t named it. We’d been calling it ‘you’.” 

As the sack was opened, the outside lights, which were coming in contact 
with the beast for the first time in a while, shone on its eyes. The beast 
closed its eyelids once. 


And then, it wished to be given an order. 


Blue eyes opened. 


It was completely dark. Their field of vision was pitch-black, the air cold. 
However, the body of the beast was swelteringly hot. A slushy heat 
enclosed its whole body, giving it the sensation of turning into a huge lump 
of lead. 

“Violet.” 

Suddenly, light shone amidst the darkness. 


That was because the person who had spoken to it had lit a lamp, but also 
because said person seemed to be shining, as he was the beast’s one and 
only light. His large hand touched the beast’s forehead, and then caressed it 
as if to unknot its sweat-drenched hair. A sizzling sound could be heard 
oozing from the beast’s chest. 


“Major...” 


The beast had been granted a name, known protection and learned how to 
speak. 


“The fever... hasn’t gone down, huh. Can you drink water?” 
Which gave rise to an attachment. 
“My apologies.” 


The beast had absorbed many new things from its new lord, and they built 
the beast’s values. 


“There’s nothing to apologize for. You gave too much in the last battle... It 
was my mistake.” 


Without its lord, even breathing would be difficult for the beast now. 
“T am a tool, after all.” 


It wanted to live for him. 


“T believe you should use, use, use and use every last bit of me, until I 
break.” 


And to die for him. 
“Therefore, repairing me is unnecessary.” 
Such tempestuous dependence was gnawing at its body. 


“You’re human. We need rest if we’re down with a fever, and some also 
need to be nursed. That’s always been the way I’ve supervised you, ever 
since we’ve met. So of course I have to look after you.” 


Everything was the lord’s fault. He had recognized this golden-manned, 
blue-eyed beast as a “girl” first of all. 


“Do you not have any requests? Something I can do in this state.” 


The object of his safeguarding, the wild beast he had to oversee, his 
weapon. While keeping these categories separated, the lord made use of the 
beast. 


“For you to get well, Violet.” 
And out of all things, he grew to love it. 
Blue eyes opened. 


Tears overflowed from the eyes of the beast. Its visibility was distorted. It 
closed and opened its eyelids, attempting to expel the salty sea that it was 
birthing, to no avail. 


“Violet, stop.” 


The beast wept. Shedding large teardrops, it wailed. Even though it had 
never cried before, it was doing so. 


“"..@ you.” 


Its lord had been severely injured. It had failed to protect him. It had 
executed its orders, but because of that, it had been unable to protect him. 


For the beast, the lord was more important than this mission. 

“"..ove you.” 

As it cherished its lord, it had wanted to succeed in the mission. Since its 
life belonged to its lord, it had made the mission into a priority. But this 
rendered it meaningless. 


“T love you! I don’t want to let you die! Violet! Please live!!” 


There was no meaning in it. No meaning at all. There was no significance 
in the beast’s life either. 


“T love you.” 


Besides, why? Why was he saying that? Why was he saying such a thing, 
now, at this moment? 


“T love you, Violet.” 


The beast attempted to digest the words its lord had just whispered. It did 
not comprehend them. 


“Violet...” 


The beast did not understand. It could not fathom the meaning of those 
words or his reasons to be uttering them. 


“Are you listening, Violet?” 
——Are they not, most likely, something special? Those are most likely not 
words that I should be told. They are most likely not something that you 


should say to me. If you must say them, then why? 


“T like you.” 


——Why did you use me? Why won't you let me save you? 
“T love you.” 

—Why, why, why, why, why, why, why? 

“T love you, Violet.” 


It did not understand. It did not understand anything. Not its lord, this world 
or the words confessed to it. 


And so, the beast howled while wailing. It howled at its one and only Lord. 
The most hardly replaceable thing in the world for the beast. 


“What is ‘love’?” 


Ironically enough, it was then that the beast accepted love for the first time 
and became a person. 


Chapter 1 


Stories end one day once they begin. With that in mind, one might deem 
clinging to themselves, to other people or to anything else in the world as a 
little foolish. Same for how fiercely their heart was burning. Or how it cried 
for these things. It would all disappear like a dream eventually. One could 
think that even just putting in some effort was meaningless. Yet it had 
started. 


Born through some sort of cue, anyone would breathe. Open their eyes. 
Learn to let out their voice. Figure how to walk. Come to understand what 
love was. Receive affection. Find out that it was a sickness, and either stop 
or give continuity to it. Nobody was taught how to cure it. There were also 
those who never even once accepted it from anyone. 


Whatever the case, no one was allowed to stop for as long as they were part 
of this story, of this world. While living, people would be continuously be 
involved with death. But if morning came, night would also follow. Hunger 
would abate and sleep would invite one to the floor. Even after losing love, 
people craved for it. With its eyes cast down to forfeit, the world gradually 
emitted a new shine. Manifestation of beauty and hideous collapses were in 
progress at the same time. There was no eternity, but things went on. The 
story would continue. The world would go round. Even if it would meet its 
end one day. 


Even without you there, morning would come. 
Blue eyes opened. 


Purple flower petals fluttered gently in front of her eyes and passed her. 
They touched her as if to cause tickles, and then disappeared. The illusions 
of the past that had been surfacing dissipated slowly. 


Her wild beast self and her named self. All of the past dissolved into reality, 
dragged back into the present. Here, there was neither a beast nor the man 
that it used to call “Major”. 


The boat lethargically moved through a large river, an Auto-Memories Doll 
on it. The rowing of the boater, who wore a big hat, was quite something. 
For it to cause a chance meeting between her and her past, that had to be a 
good boater. 


The girl, Violet — Violet Evergarden — was looking for someone. 


Whenever she opened her eyes, she would wind up doing it. Looking for 
the person who had given her as much as he could give and then vanished. 
Looking for the person that she had hurt as much as she could hurt and not 
managed to protect. 


Of course, he was nowhere in sight. There was no way he would be in such 
a place. She knew it. However, she would end up searching. Her most 
beloved lord had supposedly died long ago, yet she would find herself 
searching for him. Even an apparition would do; she only wanted to see him 
at least one more time. 


The world he was gone from had livened up anew and its colors were 
vibrant. Violet had to live in said world. She had to live in this fresh hell. 
She could no longer receive orders. Neither could she chase after his back. 
There were limits to what she could do. 


It was easy for people to tell her to move on. However, that was a great 
difficulty for her. Violet had been told to live. Just as ordered, without 
attempting to die, she was living while burdened with this difficulty. 


“Miss, what is it you’re looking for?” 
At that time, Violet was still not a full-fledged human. 
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“Wait,” I prayed. 


The dark red ribbons tying her golden hair. The pleats on her white ribbon- 
tie dress. The light blue umbrella. As if playing around, all of these things 
fluttered in the wind. 


—Wait for me. 


It was hard to breathe. Flowers from the jacaranda trees were blocking my 
field of vision. Their beauty erased everything that could be seen. Yet they 
were nothing but a hindrance now. What I yearned for wasn’t them. 


—Please, wait for me. 


Tears welled up. I didn’t know whether they were tears of sadness, relief or 
frustration. 


I didn’t understand anything anymore. What was I doing? I didn’t know. 
Surely, I had never known. I didn’t even know that I was hurting. 


——Wait. 


If there was one thing I knew, it was that I wanted her to take me away from 
here. 


“Violet, wait.” 
That was all. 
—So please, wait up; don’t leave me behind. 


It was spring. When it came to the four seasons, spring was surely the best 
one. 


I first met her at a time when lilac blossoms were in bloom. Lightly, nimbly, 
they fluttered down. It was a season where purple flower petals danced in 
the sky. Spring. A season of sprouting. 


What color came to people’s minds when they talked about spring, I 
wondered. It was probably a different one depending on where each of them 
lived. Pink cheery blossoms were scattered around higher lands. I had heard 
that bougainvillea flowers dyed a certain region in pure white. Apparently, 
the sight of green stems stretching out from within the snow thaw was the 
face of spring in some places. As for me, when the topic was spring, it had 
to be jacaranda trees. 


The Jacaranda River was located among the mountains of the d’Arthur 
Region at southwest of the continent. It was a large river surrounded by 
steep mountains that rose like giants. Bearing the same name, jacaranda 
trees were planted along said river as if to enclose it, and during the 
flowering seasons, the color of the water surface would turn violet. 


Ordinary trees had their branches, fruits and leaves pointed downward, but 
jacaranda flowers grew pointing upward, almost like a hand holding a 
bouquet. Just one of those flowering trees was already a feast to the eyes, so 
it was simply magnificent when there were many of them together. The sky 
was blue; the earth was a cloud of purple. Even God would easily let out a 
sigh when looking down at this scene from the heavens. 


There were countless small communities in the vicinities of the Jacaranda 
River, and in order to go from the outside to a piece of land that had a 
settlement on it, one basically had to move by boat. Hence why it was so 
easy for the people who lived in this neighborhood to become sailors as a 
job. The pay, in contrast, was not so rewarding, but not to the point of 
making anyone go hungry. People coming from other places would gather 
into crowds to see the jacaranda trees during springtime and there was 
demand from the locals even outside of the busy seasons. So I would 
continue on my job here forever and never lose it. 


In this world, inside this little story of mine, I had an encounter with her. 


“Excuse me; I heard that there is a village beyond this point. Is it possible to 
cross the river?” 


A foreign object appeared in that tiny world of mine. 


“Hello. Yes, I go there often. This is how much it costs and the payment is 
in advance.” 


Her name would eventually roar throughout the business, but at this time, 
she was a ghostwriter girl who had barely started to travel the world. 


“T do not mind. It will be my pleasure.” 


“We usually put the names of the customers on an account book. May I 
have your name?” 


That was how she and I met. 
“Tt is Violet Evergarden.” 


To be honest, she was the kind of person who could cause people’s time to 
stop in fascination for a brief moment. This ferry port was crowded in 
spring. There were many other people around, so of course, I could spot 
several beautiful men and women who showed up for sightseeing, but she 
was unlike any of them. No matter what background was behind her, she 
would only be a strange object in it. Be it rainy or sunny days, winter or 
spring days. Regardless of whatever the world was clad in, one would find 
their eyes going towards her. Beauty was not the only reason for it. Her 
scent was different from that of other living things. 


——It’s similar to the feeling I got... when seeing a deer in the mountains 
for the first time. 


Right, a wild beast. She was like a beautiful wild beast. If such a stunning 
beast appeared in front of anyone’s eyes all of a sudden, they would surely 
stare fixatedly at it. This one had blue eyes and its mane was golden. 


“Please treat me well.” 
“Ah, yes.” 
Her voice was Clear, her gestures elegant. 


“Is there anything wrong with my appearance?” 


“No, no; not at all. Nothing at all.” 


She was full of mysteries that other people would not be allowed to touch 
so easily. 


Her outfit might also be at fault. She was well-dressed in a way that one 
wouldn’t see around this area. A Prussian-blue jacket, a white ribbon-tie 
dress and cocoa-brown boots that could be deemed as brand-new. An 
emerald brooch shone radiantly over the ribbon tie. I had but one toy 
similar to her when I was a child. That young woman was literally just like 
a doll. On top of it, even the name I asked for matched her lovely looks, to 
the point I felt like humming without thinking. 


“Ms. ‘Violet Evergarden’. All... right. Now, if you please.” 


It was a good name. Like an actor’s. I had never watched a play or anything 
of the sort, though. 


“Thank you very much for your patronage today. I am the safest operator 
around here. Boater Valentine.” 


Once the name was written down and the fare was received, my work 
began. 


The customers would be hesitant when getting on the boat regardless of 
whether they were men or women, but Violet differed from them. She got 
on it without a sound, quickly sat down and postured herself in waiting for 
me to start rowing. 


Whatever thoughts she was engrossed in, she quietly closed her eyes after 
taking a glance at the scattering jacaranda flowers. It was a day of warm 
sunlight and pleasant wind, so she might have become sleepy. The 
comfortable silence continued for a while. I thought about leaving her 
alone, but perhaps because the petals that rode on the wind and flew about 
had tickled her cheeks, she opened her blue eyes. The scenery of earlier was 
not supposed to be any different, yet she looked left and right as if 
searching for someone. 


“Miss, what is it you’re looking for?” 


As I asked so, Violet moved her neck with a twitch like a small animal and 
looked my way. After a short moment, the answer came in a low voice with 
an “it is nothing”. She seemed a bit dispirited. 


She looked like an uncommunicative person, so I did think she might not go 
along with a boater’s talk, but wanting a change in mood, I kept on 
speaking, “Miss, you are in luck. Now is the best time to view them. The 
jacarandas.” 


“Ts that so?” 
She was kind of a weird girl. Her manner of speech was weak in emotion. 


“For me, this is the time to make money. When this period passes, people 
stop coming to this remote region. This is my main occupation, but many 
people do boat rowing as a side-job too. When spring is over, they do 
farming. Miss... it does not seem that you are here for sightseeing. Is it for 
work?” 


“Yes.” 
“Is it a job related to boats?” 
“No.” 


“My, wrong guess. You don’t get scared of the swaying, so I thought you 
were used to it.” 


“Ts that how it looks?” 


After we spoke that much, Violet finally stopped searching and moved her 
gaze towards me. 


“You do. It feels like you have no fears.” 


Silence drifted about. Rather than ignoring me, she seemed to be having 
difficulty choosing her words. 


Until this mysterious beauty spoke up, I was smoothly cutting the surface of 
the water with the oar. Maybe due to her baggage being heavy, the 
propelling was slower than I had predicted. She was a slim young woman 
no matter how I looked at her, so her luggage was probably the one to 
blame for the rowing’s bad flow. Come to think of it, a low screeching 
sound ensued whenever she moved. She might have some sort of 
manufactured item on her. 


“You are right. I have been with the navy before, so...” 
Oops, the conversation was back. 
“Ts your family from the military?” 


“No, just me. My military service record was ultimately the army. But 
before the army... the person that I served was a navy officer.” 


The reply was covered in enigmas. Her profile was cold. The way she 
talked was perfectly fitting of a mysterious beauty. 


I thought this strange client was a little scary, but let out my curiosity just a 
bit more. I had never gone outside of these lands, so I loved chatting with 
the customers. 


“T can’t believe it. To think that someone like you used to be a soldier...” 


She had no idea what the description “like you” represented. This 
impression showed through just slightly in her facial expression. 


I rode with many people, so I sort of had my own theories about them. I felt 
like students from renowned schools would make this into a laughingstock 
if I were to call it a “philosophy”, but... people communicated the actual 
state of their emotions through the blinking of their eyes, the way they 
opened their mouths, the highs and lows of their voices and other such 
things. 


They were extremely scarce in this girl, but I could perceive them. 
Seriously. I was an expert at “observing” others. 


“Do you get troubled when people coax you or something like that?” 


As I asked out of curiosity, Violet once again had a question mark over her 
face, but after a while, she blinked as if to say, “I have arrived to an answer 
for the inquiry” and gave me an unexpected reply. “In my travels, I am 
sometimes invited by people to become their bodyguard after saving them. I 
am an Auto-Memories Doll, so I decline them politely,” she said. 


I was asking in a romantic sense, so that could not be considered an answer 
to my question. 


What a strange doll. What an odd girl. 
——My life would be wonderful if I were born with these looks. 


On first meetings, one’s eyes would go to people’s physical appearance first 
and foremost. Everyone had a preferred type of face, right? I accidentally 
ended up comparing hers to mine. 


Perhaps as I was always wearing a big straw hat so that my skin wouldn’t 
be damaged by sunburns, my hair was squashed. Even if I took off the hat, 
the platinum-blond color could get me mistaken for a grizzly old man. 
Other girls of the same age as me sparkled so much, and yet, just what was 
I? Being in the same space as them was embarrassing... No, let’s leave what 
the eyes could see aside. I should serve the customer; serve the customer. 


“Beautiful here, isn’t it? These are jacaranda flowers.” 

““Jacaranda’...” 

“Ah, they sell fruits on that boat over there. Want to buy any?” 

“No.” 

“Do I talk too much? Ah, look! That bird is very rare. Can you tell it has the 
color of emeralds? It’s called ‘gemstone bird’. The feathers they drop are 


my treasures.” 


“Tt is beautiful.” 


“T think so too! I might get along well with you. What do you usually do to 
pass the time?” 


During my and Violet’s short boat-riding trip, she told me the following: 


e She worked for a certain postal company from a military nation in the 
far south named Leidenschaftlich. 


e She was a newbie Auto-Memories Doll there. 


e Through her current commission, it was her first time coming to these 
lands. 


¢ Before arriving here, she drove two groups of bandits away. 


e She was told by her boss to bring him local specialties of this area as 
souvenir. 


That was it. She had many stories about her boss. 
“So the president and employees are close in your company, huh.” 


“Is that so... No, you are right. Our company has just barely been built and 
there are few employees. If the number of unit members is small, the 
distance between them and the commander naturally grows shorter. Yes, to 
someone like me, whose origins are unknown, he is a compassionate 
person.” 


“You don’t have to talk like that about yourself...” 

“Tt is true. Iam an orphan and do not know where I was born.” 

I added “orphan” to the information about Violet that I had inside me. The 
things that had happened to this person dictated the air about her, I thought. 
Was that the reason why she seemed somewhat lonely? 

“But now I have people who look after me.” 


“Your boss.” 


“Yes. And a kind elderly couple as well.” 


“Aah, good for you. Being alone is sad. If you have someone to be with, 
that’s better. So you used to be in the military but you’re not a soldier 
anymore now that the war ended. You got yourself a new job and family, is 
what you’re saying.” 


“Yes.” 

“You’re sailing smoothly!” 

“No.” 

Even though I expressly tried to conclude it with good vibes, it was denied. 


“Tl have many problems.” There was a slight creasing between Violet’s 
eyebrows. “I don’t yet know if I have the aptitude to be an Auto-Memories 
Doll... I was given a lady’s education and I have studied languages and 
other such things, but it is hard to say whether or not I can make effective 
use of that. I have retained the fighting power... but I am in a state where I 
do not know how to use it.” The tone of her voice faded a little at the end. 


“How are you working like that now?” I asked purely out of concern. After 
all, she was an Auto-Memories Doll. 


I came across all sorts of clients, but she was my first Auto-Memories Doll 
one. It was a job in which people used ghostwriting as their weapon and 
rushed around the world. I heard there were many women in that 
occupation, but I never thought a girl as old as me would be doing it. She 
could very well be writing for a princess from some other country while I 
was here, rowing a boat. 


“Letters have standard sentences. In most cases, if we add the desired 
content to those standard sentences that we have memorized, they will take 
form.” 


“Hm, hm, I see.” 


“However, it cannot be said that letter you wished to write so much to the 
point of requesting an Auto-Memories Doll was achieved with this. If we 


cannot correspond to the expectations, we are failures as tools. Therefore, 
we are once entrusted with the request’s contents, suggest a few types of 
details, choose the best ones and accept additional demands, should there be 
any... then repeat. There are also times when my abilities are not enough...” 


“You Mean contents you can’t write?” 


“Any sort of letter can be shaped to a certain extent as long as there is time. 
It is a combination, after all. However, I am not well-versed in the art of 
conversation that entertains people. I am told that I am ‘boring’ or 
‘unfriendly’ and am often dismissed by the clients.” 


She somewhat convinced me. I was terribly sorry for that. But it might 
indeed be difficult for someone to feel like composing a letter in a fun way 
with her. If they were hiring her for serious contents, that was a different 
story. 


“Moreover, we normally have to understand the circumstances that our 
clients are in... Let’s see; it is similar to, for example, approaching someone 
who is injured. I am supposed to write such letters, but I do not yet 
understand what a good letter is. It is hard for me to say that I can manage 
it... In the end, I do not know if I have aptitude to be an Auto-Memories 
Doll. I am always asking myself whether or not it is all right for me to work 
in these conditions.” 


Perhaps due to thinking a tad too hard, Violet said something 
incomprehensible — that “it would be much more efficient if our company’s 
president became an Auto-Memories Doll”. Wasn’t a president supposed to 
take care of the management? 


But, surely... for Violet to be saying something like that about him, he had 
to be the kind of person who excelled at being considerate. 


With the flow of the conversation, I tried asking what I was most interested 
in, “W-What do you do about love letters and the like?” 


“Love letters?” 


“Yes.” 


It was a field of great concern for someone who had never had any sort of 
relation with it since birth. 


“That is also a combination. You throw in verses from famous poems or 
songs... Classic romance novels are valuable reference materials as have 
quite a lot of rhetoric.” 


As I received an answer much more direct than I had imagined, almost like 
boiled vegetables with no taste but their own, my shoulders dropped. I had 
expected her to reply that she used her own love experiences as reference, 
but Violet was an extremely serious bookworm. I was a bit ashamed of 
myself. 


I then started the conversation over, “Must be hard that your first job is kind 
of all about stuff you’re not good at.” 


As I said so, Violet dropped her gaze and spoke, “No, we have a bright 
female Auto-Memories Doll who is the complete opposite of me, so she is 
put in charge of cases like the ones I just mentioned. In contrast, a large 
number of transcription cases that are not letters but instead invoices and 
contract documents, or that require fast writing, come to me. Describing 
exactly what I see is my field of expertise.” 


“T see; it’s a matter of having the right person in the right place. Your boss’s 
administration is good. So you’ve been managing it one way or another 
until now.” 


“Yes. But this is my first business trip for ghostwriting.” 

“F-First!” I accidentally let out a loud voice. 

“Yes, my first.” 

This girl was on her first ghostwriting business trip. I was sending her on a 


boat for that. It somewhat felt like I was involved with an awfully grandiose 
story, which made my heart race. 


“Gets you nervous, doesn’t it?” I sought for agreement, but the one feeling 
nervous was me. “Will you be okay?” 


But Violet did not seem to be okay. 


“On ghostwriting business trips, the task is to finish it on the spot, and you 
must respond immediately. I cannot use the means that I have been using 
until now, such as taking time to write or securing time by cutting sleep and 
eating short.” 


That may have been the reason for her aspect of weariness. Still, I was 
shocked. When we, boaters, did not want to take our boats out, we would 
refuse rides even if there were clients. It was a job where we had to have 
customers, but we decided the discretion on our own. I did not let the ones 
with a bad attitude on my boat ever again even if they asked. Above all, not 
eating was impossible. No one could row a boat if they were hungry or 
Sleepy. 


“You have to eat... Isn’t that the most important? And you have to sleep 
too!” 


“The most important is accomplishing my missions.” 


I could somewhat understand why this girl’s boss was so concerned about 
her. Since she was an ex-soldier, she was unable to get used to a peaceful 
life, and the job she had earned required a variety of emotions that did not 
fit her, so she was competing with knowledge and effort to make up for it. 
Talk about dangerous. 


“But taking care of your health is also part of work.” 


Violet cast down her golden eyelashes. What I said probably made her 
think. 


“As I thought, I was better off as a soldier,’ she whispered this bit by bit, 
out of the blue. As she caressed her emerald brooch, she fixed on it a stare 
that seemed to be burning. 


“How come?” 


“When I was in the military... all I had to do was chase after one person and 
protect him. I was always searching for an adult to follow.” 


How was | supposed to describe this girl? 
“T found myself the best master of all and used to live my life serving him.” 


Rather than sincere, she was too candid. Almost like, yes, a child who knew 
nothing. 


“Tt would have been great if it were like that forever.” 
That was why, most likely... 

“So he was someone important to you.” 

...She honestly thought as much. 

“More than anything.” 

Her words probably held no lies. 

“That’s good.” 


She truly was currently apart from someone important to her and losing 
heart. 


“But the war ended and everything changed. Things are different now. I 
have been separated from my master, and I must journey around the world 
all by myself with words and pens as my weapons.” 


My country was a prosperous land that had not involved itself with the 
Continental War. Ever since I was born, I had never once enlisted. I had 
nothing to respond to her statements. That even though I had nosily asked 
SO Many questions — what a person I was. 


“Erm... hum, can I say something?” 


I wanted to cheer her up. But I had no idea how. 

As I faltered, Violet shook her head. “I am sorry...” 

She started apologizing for some reason, making me even more confused. 
“T spoke too much. Forgive me for... tainting your ears.” 

“Why? You didn’t do that at all.” 

“T am told not to talk in too much detail about my history.” 

“T-Isn’t it okay, though?” 

“T must do as told.” 

“But—” 


“My deepest apologies. I said things that could disrupt you while you are in 
the middle of work.” 


“B-But—” 
“My deepest apologies.” 


“Isn’t it okay?! You and I are just a customer and boater who can’t see each 
other anywhere but here!” again, I spoke loudly on accident. 


I became a bit flustered. After all, she was apologizing. Even though she 
was just answering my insistent questions. Even though she was burdened 
with so much that she wound up unintentionally spilling it to a stranger like 
me. 


“After you get out of this boat, we have no way of knowing what will 
happen to each other. So please never mind it.” 


It was because I asked so persistently that the things she had been holding 
overflowed. 


“Tt’s all good.” 


There was something I could say exactly because I was a boater of a remote 
region. 


“Tt’s all right,” I affirmed strongly, wanting to do something about those 
wavering eyes and her aspect of uncertainty. I might have been huffing 
fiercely too. 


Violet looked at me with a gaze that looked like she had just woken up from 
a dream. And then she nodded with a meek face. “Yes.” Even though she 
had just nodded once, after a few tens of seconds later, she nodded again 
while saying, “Yes.” 


After that, we eventually reached the shore without talking much. 


From what I had heard, Violet’s patron was Mr. Lockhart, an elderly man 
famous for being rich even within his community. He was already quite old, 
so it was said that he did not have long. 


“You go straight down the road. You should be able to see the village after a 
while, and Mr. Lockhart’s mansion is the one on highest ground. It has a 
white roof. The neighbor houses are all extravagant too, so don’t mistake 
a 


“All right.” 
“On the way back! If you also feel like going back together, look for me!” 
“Yes, Mr. Valentine.” 


Perhaps because I had asked for it, Violet actually did look for and called 
out to me as her ride for the way back. Maybe as I had listened to her life 
story, it kind of did not feel like we were strangers anymore. 


After I intimidated and dispersed the other boatmen trying to take her as 
their customer, I asked, “How was the job? Did it go well?” 


“T do not know.” 


Silence. 


“At first, he yelled at me, then crumpled the letters I wrote into balls one 
after another and tossed them away.” 


“That’s horrible.” 


“But once I presented improvement suggestions twenty-three times, he said 
he had ‘been defeated by my persistence’ and accepted the ghostwriting.” 


“Ms. Violet, you actually have a strong competitive spirit, don’t you?” 


Later on, according to what I had heard from people of his neighborhood, 
Mr. Lockhart was a mean geezer who, apparently high-strung from fighting 
against a disease, would hire people in order to bully them into quitting. My 
goodness. He was the type of person whom I would not want to associate 
myself with even once, so I guessed the fact that Violet would not have to 
deal with him anymore after just this one time was a blessing in disguise. 


However, a few months thereafter... 


“T will be ghostwriting a letter to Mr. Lockhart’s grandchild for a few 
months.” 


...she showed up again holding a travel bag in one hand and reunited with 
me. Our interactions continued from that point onward. 


I did not know what to name my involvement with Violet. We were not 
friends. We only ever met due to occupational matters and I never saw 
Violet other than when she came over for work. 


“How did things go after that? Is business going well? We’re in the off 
season now, so I’m pretty free.” 


“Tt seems that people of the postal industry are seeking not to take work 
away from those of the same line of business. We, Auto-Memories Dolls, 
usually receive work from the area surrounding our companies, but the 
number of business trips is increasing. However, it is hard to say if we are 
on track. Our president looks over his account book every day.” 


As we were both from the hospitality businesses, we had worries in 
common. So I was also happy. 


“My wallet gets really empty in the off season too. Well, I can live just fine 
with the amount I save up in spring... but I have to find a different job when 
I want something pricey.” 


“A different job. Mr. Valentine, for how many years have you been a 
boater?” 


I reminded myself of my ordinary life’s number of years and work history 
inside my head. 


“Erm, I’ve been rowing for two years. But before that, I was something like 
a handyman, working in an orchard, taking care of other people’s babies, 


doing cleaning and washing, running errands and being an apprentice at a 
restaurant’s kitchen.” 


“That is a wide variety.” 


“My family’s poor. Dad and Mom are gambling addicts too... We’re so poor 
that we can’t survive without all of us working. I was eight when they told 
me I had to get a job because our finances weren’t going well.” 


“That is commendable for someone so young.” 
“No, Ms. Violet, you’re probably as old as me, right? Eh, how old are you?” 


Perhaps she and I really did have a karmic connection, as I was always 
working whenever she came to these lands. 


“Ms. Violet! If it isn’t Ms. Violet...!” 
“Mr. Valentine. I was looking for you.” 
“M-Me?” 


“Yes. You told me to ask for you the first time we rode. I did this last time 
as well. Will you take out your boat today?” 


“Of course! C-Can I ask again? You were looking for me?” 
“Yes.” 


“T’m so happy! Same for me! I wonder every day if you’re coming anytime 
soon... Now, now, customer! Please get onto the boat! Go ahead, go ahead. I 
have tons of things I want to tell you! I see~! So you were looking for 
me~!” 


“Yes, I was.” 


The air about her was like that of a tensely stretched thread, yet as time 
went by, she became able to show different facial expressions. 


“You can’t smile?” 


“No. I cannot say I have complaints about it, but... I receive such opinions 
from the clients quite frequently. For now, I am making physical attempts 
on it. Mr. Lockhart often lifts my cheeks. He tells me to practice. Yet... it 
does not work very well.” 


“That old man is teaching you weird stuff... It’s the first time I’ve ever seen 
someone pick their cheeks up to form a smile.” 


“Mr. Valentine... you excel at smiling. Do you have any trick for it?” 
“Eh~, I’m just being carefree.” 

“That is difficult for me.” 

“Hm_~, but that’s a secret of success.” 

““Secret of success’...” 


“This place is a dock, after all. For a kid like me to be working among men, 
I at least have to be good at acting friendly, or else I can’t survive.” 


“Ts that so?” 


“Yes. That’s why this is something I’ve ingrained in me. Ms. Violet, you’re 
an ex-soldier, aren’t you? You couldn’t be carefree in the battlefield, so 
there is no helping that, right?” 


“But... that has nothing to do with my clients.” 


“Hmy~, trying to be better is never too much, but from my standpoint as 
someone who is also in the hospitality business, I don’t think that is 
completely indispensable. We give the clients what they seek and they pay 
the fee. It is essentially this kind of equal relationship. You do not have to 
abase yourself more than necessary. Customers naturally come to people 
that do a fine job even if they are unsociable.” 


“Ts that so...?” 


“Tt is. Someone who instead is friendly but can’t do the job at all is a 
problem. The fact that you became Mr. Lockhart’s purveyor means you 
write good letters. It seems he is very particular about his own matters. 
Y’know, you’re fit for people like that.” 


“Tf so, that is good.” 
“Don’t make that face. Shall I lift your cheeks?” 


The things we had to talk about with each other whenever we met increased 
exactly because we were far apart from one another. 


“Speaking of which, you are looking for someone, right? Did you find any 
clues?” 


Our respective circumstances slipped in and out of sight. 
“No...” 


“But Auto-Memories Dolls have to go to all sorts of places, so there is still 
hope.” 


“Yes. I also think that is the good point of being an Auto-Memories Doll.” 


“That so...2 Ms. Violet, did you choose to be an Auto-Memories Doll to 
search for someone?” 


“No, perhaps I should say it is wishful thinking. I do not truly believe that I 
can find him. However...” 


By that time, I had realized what the brooch was. 


“..1 can keep on living while thinking ‘what if’. That is the kind of job it 
is.” 


That it was something related to the important person she had mentioned. 


“Is that so...?” while speaking with a laidback voice, I incidentally thought 
about what that would be in my case. 


What was I attached to enough that I would be this obsessed over it? 
“You’re the opposite of me. I’m waiting for my family here.” 

——If I do have any of that, it’d be the boat my dad used to ride. 

“Do you live far away from each other?” 

—The house that we all lived in together. 

“Huuum... How should I put it? I was sent out to a different town for 
domestic service when I was eight... and I was completely convinced that 


my parents and older brother were living here.” 


None of what I was attached to was things that could remain in my grasp. It 
was this land itself. 


“When I came back, there was only our house. My family wasn’t in it.” 
It was not something I could walk around with. 


“They might’ve moved somewhere else... because they hated life here.” 


Violet did not frown or make a puzzled face. She just quietly lent me an ear. 


“T ran away from the place where I was doing domestic service, so I guess I 
missed their notice. I think they are troubled now. That they are looking for 
me. I also want them to come pick me up, but they never do...” 


I myself understood. I knew I was saying odd stuff. Weird, wasn’t it? I was 
aware. If she called me crazy, it would be just the expected. 


“Mr. Valentine, should you not be looking for them?” 


That question gouged out just a little bit of the weakest part of my heart. 
Yes, just a little. It pierced me exactly because the person who asked it had 
stood up from her suffering and was running onward. 


“Tf I leave this place, it’d be a problem...” 
But Violet did not say I was wrong at all. 


“Tt be a problem if, by any chance, my brother — no, either Dad or Mom 
decided to come back...” 


She merely whispered a single sentence: “understood”. 
Before I realized, I had started looking for her at the dock. 
—TIs she coming today? Not yet? She might come tomorrow. 


“It’s been a while...! Has anything changed? We got to meet again because 
Mr. Lockhart is still alive, huh.” 


“It has. Just that the personnel at my workplace increased again. Mr. 
Lockhart’s voice is so lively when he is angry that one would not imagine 
he has a disease. Mr. Valentine, what about you...?” 


“Y’see, I’ve been going to study lately! I was influenced by you. I can read 
easy words, but I never went to school, so I’m bad at writing.” 


“T could not write either. However, it should be all right as long as you 
practice.” 


“1 don’t have enough paper to practice writing, so I’ve been writing on the 
ground with a stick these days.” 


“Tf you wish, please use these.” 
“Eh, what are those? T-They look expensive. I can’t.” 


“T also received paper and pens from someone just like this and began my 
studies. You can.” 


“N-No can do! I can’t get something like that from my customer...!” 
“You can.” 


As the seasons passed, as the days and months went by, her aspect of 
anxiousness from when we first met diminished. She steadily built up a 
record of accomplishments as an Auto-Memories Doll. 


“That umbrella is cute. It looks good with your clothes.” 
“Tt is a gift. I also... find it adorable.” 
“Is that a passionate request for a relationship from your client?” 


“No, that is not it. This is a display of gratitude for my work from Mr. 
Oscar, the novelist...” 


Much faster than I had imagined, yet surely, she was elegantly climbing up 
that brilliant stairway. 


“Heeh, a novelist. I don’t know much about him, but that’s amazing. You 
might be working at some royal palace one of these days!” 


“T have.” 


“Eh?” 


“T have. I wrote love letters on behalf of a princess from a country named 
Drossel.” 


She became someone well-known around the neighborhood in no time. 


How should I describe her vigor? Was “forceful enough to knock down 
birds in flight” too weird? She was an irresistible force that people were 
drawn to en masse. Somehow or other, she made a great leap in a blink of 
life. 


Her popularity attracted more popularity, and it was amazing that her work 
had developed so much. There were such people at the dock too, but this 
could not be achieved without effort. But it did not look like there were 
ambitions or dreams to Violet’s efforts. Dream chasers had different eyes 
than ordinary people. She... her blue eyes were as quiet as a midwinter sea 
no matter in what season I peeked into them. 


Her gaze made it seem like she was looking at me from a different world. 
As if she were staring up at everything from the bottom of the ocean. Yes, it 
was that kind of look. 


She was there, yet was not. Her blue eyes were mirrors that made me feel 
like I was looking at myself before realizing it, when I was supposed to be 
looking at her. She herself was also this sort of person, with an attitude as if 
her mind was elsewhere. 


Her fame... if I were to use a metaphor, she was a broken doll who got 
praised as a result of single-mindedly working on repeat. That was how it 
seemed in my eyes. Awful way of saying it, huh? But the Violet Evergarden 
I had first met had been hurt. She was just a hurt girl. 


So I was honestly surprised. Because, at first, she didn’t look at all like a 
girl who would rush up into Auto-Memories Doll stardom from that point. 
Yes, she did not. 


That might be due to the way we met. If I had met the current Violet 
instead, I would surely have thought, “Such a full-fledged Auto-Memories 
Doll”. But although she was indeed an eccentric girl, she did not look like 


that to me. To me... To me, she looked like nothing but a girl from the same 
generation as myself, stagnated in a world that she was tossed into. An 
uneasy girl, who had just started working. The type that definitely could be 
found anywhere all around the world. 


One that was also similar to me. From that day, at that time. 
“Dad, Mom, Big Bro, where are you?” 
She was like me back when I was at a loss as I decided to live by myself. 


With the passing years, Violet Evergarden had bloomed to the world into a 
marvelous lady before I even knew. Just as her name suggested, she was a 
girl who had blossomed beautifully. 


No matter what, I ended up comparing her with myself... Even though we 
were reuniting after a long while, even though I was happy, I felt too sad for 
some reason and wound up saying lots of lame things. 


“Ms. Violet... you kind of became an unreachable person all of a sudden, 
huh.” 


It was because, even though I had supposedly lived just like her in the same 
four seasons and the same time that she had rushed through, I was still an 
insignificant boater. 

“My company is still based in Leidenschaftlich, just as before.” 

“No, I wasn’t talking in terms of physical distance. It’s... a spiritual thing.” 
Silence. 

“You really are admirable. You know, when I think that you’re doing such 
an amazing job while I’m here, boating without a care in the world... it’s 
like...” 


“Mr. Valentine, you are also working every day.” 


“Tt’s not like boating is a bad job or anything.” 


I also didn’t think there was high or low when it came to occupations. Yet I 
would end up comparing them. 


“IT quite enjoy it. Rowing the boat, that is. But somehow... like... when I 
look at you, Ms. Violet... I think of myself. I wonder if I’m okay like this. 
Because surely, there should be something else I want to do.” 


Silence. 

“Tf only I could change myself too...” 

“Mr. Valentine.” 

“Yes?” 

“T felt that we have become closer than back when we first met.” 
“Eh?” 


I was in shock. Because I thought she wasn’t the kind of person to say 
something like that. 


What did people call this? 
“Tt became a habit for me to look for you immediately around here.” 
Those words that were almost as if someone was nestling close to you. 


“As you have let me on countless times, you have been recorded within 
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me. 

No, that wasn’t it. It wasn’t that she didn’t say those things — she couldn’t 
say them. After all, Violet had told me when we first met. That she couldn’t 
write letters that felt like approaching someone who was injured. 


“T see.” 


She had been worried that she should leave it to someone else; that she 
wasn’t qualified. 


“Have we become far apart?” 


Yet she had become able to do it. By practicing a lot. Involving herself with 
people. 


“Mr. Valentine, you always find me as well. Whenever I arrive here, 
instantly.” 


This girl had become able to do what she was worst at. 
“Yep.” 


But even now, it didn’t change that she would touch her emerald brooch 
when she was uncertain. 


“Have we...” 


“We haven’t...! Sorry. I’m sure I could spot you even if we passed each 
other in a different city... Sorry, it’s just... wrong. I was wrong...” 


Violet had grown up. 
“Sorry...” 


That day, when we first met, she had been fretting about being able to write 
letters that could draw close to someone. Having nurtured her heart through 
many people and a lot of time, she was now even able to say these kinds of 
things. This girl was properly fighting against the fate that she had been 
granted. 


Aah, I wanted to be like Violet Evergarden. 

I wanted to be like this girl. I really did. 

I was still young. I could start over anywhere else. But I did not do that. I 
couldn’t throw away my family. I couldn’t. Ever thought about throwing 


your family away? 


I... I had never. 


Because it was family. People I shared my blood with. We were supposed to 
be together, right? Parents protecting their children and children yearning 
for their parents — that was the norm, wasn’t it? When I looked around me, 
that was what people were doing. Was it all lies? 


Why, why didn’t my family manage to be normal? Why was normal so 
difficult for me? Because I was stupid? 


I had gone to a stranger’s place when I was eight years old because my 
parents had told me to. I went with them as my parents said, “Go with this 
person to help them out; you’!l get payment for it”. I had the feeling that my 
parents had been smiling. My brother was the only one who had a serious 
look — no, he was making a face like he was about to cry as he pulled the 
sleeve of my clothes over and over. He used to be such a scary brother who 
was quick to hit me on the head and scold me, but only at that time did he 
exhaust himself from crying. 


“You can’t, okay? Listen to what your Big Bro says. You can’t go to that 
place,” he had told me. 


I remember being extremely perplexed. I only had the impression that my 
brother was always angry and hungry. He never behaved like he cherished 
me or anything of the sort. Honestly, I used to hate him. 


“But they’ll be angry if I don’t do as they say.” 


So I had shaken off the hands that were grasping my sleeve. The expression 
my brother had back then — those eyes looked like everything in front of 
him had transformed into rubble. 


My brother had said one last time with a tearful voice, “Hey, you can’; 
please... don’t go. I won't hit you anymore, ‘kay? ‘Kay?” 


Even so, I had not agreed. Because I was afraid that my parents would get 
mad. 


I hadn’t seen my brother since. Thinking back on it now, he might have 
actually had affection for me. 


As for my parents, had that been something they couldn’t avoid? I still 
didn’t know. But to put it bluntly, they had sold me. 


It was not something so unusual. This area was remote, rural and still rooted 
in such customs. That might still be my case even now. I was living in a 
land I had once left, disguised so that no one would know it was me. It 
would be terrible if I were sold by someone again. So I had made myself 
up. An unknown boy who had showed up out of nowhere. An outsider who 
had arrived before anyone knew it. That was me. 


I was a huge moron who couldn’t throw away her family even though they 
had thrown me away. 


I ran away from the place I had been sold to after not even three days and, 
Starting out as a beggar, I had saved up a sum in order to go back home. I 
did anything, from working at an orchard to taking care of other people’s 
babies, doing cleaning and washing, running errands and being an 
apprentice at a restaurant’s kitchen. Anything, as long as I could earn 
money. 


I had been sold off to a pretty far-away place, so it took me a year to come 
back. I was making merry when returned home. About things being back to 
how they were before. About how my life had twisted a bit but it was back 
to how it used to be. My mother would surely be happy. She’d tell me I did 
a good job coming back home. 


So, that was why... I even now vividly remembered the feeling of 
astonishment I had when I opened the door and the house was deserted. 


“Dad, Mom, Big Bro,” I had whispered intermittently into the empty house. 
There was no reply. 
—Aah, so homes that people no longer live in also die, I thought. 


I was the child from that day even now, standing stock-still. 


“The hijacking case of the transcontinental train... The one on this picture 
looks like that girl, but she isn’t, right?” 


While reading the newspaper that the customers had left behind as usual, I 
was relaxing at the dock. 


The seasons had passed once again and autumn was about to end. Although 
the years were growing farther from the spring in which I had first met 
Violet, yet not a single thing had changed. 


“Excuse me, are you doing boat rides?” 


“Ah, yes. Thank you very much for your patronage today. I am the safest 
operator around here. Boater Valentine.” 


Today, too, I was rowing a boat. That was all. 


I would just wake up in the morning, eat, get the boat out, let the customers 
onto it, do my job, go back home and sleep. A repetition of that. Without 
anything special happening, without any wonderful encounters or 
opportunities, I was merely earning enough to eat and protecting my home. 
Sometimes, I would find myself thinking that I was the only one living this 
kind of daily life. I had been working since I was little, so I didn’t know 
how to play very well, and I had no one who was close to me other than 
Violet. 


Even though Violet wasn’t my friend. 
“Mr. Boater. Is there anywhere around here where I can have a meal?” 


“There is, once you get on land. It might be unlike anything that someone 
from the big city such as yourself would eat, though... Now, then, be 
careful.” 


Right. Just as she had once said, our relationship was of a boater and her 
customer, and we would not meet unless she came here for ghostwriting. 
She was an amazing person who roamed all around the globe and lived in a 
world completely different from mine. 


While returning to the former shore after sending off the customer, I was 
thinking to myself. Was my life okay like this? I was here today yet again, 
without attempting to go to where the person that I wanted to be close to 
was. Even if I used the entirety of the notebook that Violet had given me, I 
could not report this to her. Because I couldn’t leave my hometown. 


“Mr. Valentine. Hello; it has been a while.” 


It was a very beautiful morning that day. Illuminated by the Sun as it 
emerged from the clouds, drops of the rain that had fallen on the previous 
night were emitting a transparent shine. The person who had appeared in 
that stunning world was still a foreign body. 


Fall just before winter approached. Violet Evergarden was not wearing her 
usual doll outfit, instead dressed in black. Black hat, black cape over a 
black dress, and while the suitcase, umbrella and emerald brooch were the 
Same as ever, everything was pitch-black other than them. She was a black- 
clad Auto-Memories Doll. 


As the wind blew, her clothes seemed to flutter in an unnatural manner on 
her left arm. The arm was gone. Only one of her arms was missing. She had 
told me somewhere along the way that they were prosthetics, but when 
seeing her figure without one of them like this, I felt the loss of it even 
though it was unrelated to me. 


“He-llo... Uh, what’s up with... hum, your arm, your clothes and all that?” 
It was almost like that kind of thing. 
“You came just a while ago, right? The intervals are really close...” 


Almost like someone’s funeral. I had never been to one, but I had observed 
it from the outside before. 


Apparently, my questions had her at loss for a bit. After showing a 
thinkative countenance as from where to start explaining, Violet put her 
baggage on the ground and pointed at her left arm with her right hand. 


“My arm broke. It is being repaired.” 


Her artificial doll-like gestures that I had grown fond of before I realized 
and her clear voice were now turning into the main causes that made my 
heart restless. 


“T can use the right one without any issues. It is inconvenient, but this will 
be solved eventually.” 


I asked the reason behind it and if she had been involved in some sort of 
accident. Violet did not tell me the details of her situation. She gave a rare, 
faint smile, looking troubled. 


“In the meantime we had not seen each other, truly, many things happened... 
However, today is not about me but about someone else. I was told he was 
famous around here, but have you not heard? He has passed away.” 


There was only one person whose funeral Violet would be coming to this 
land for, dressed in mourning clothes. Her ghostwriting patron, Mr. 
Lockhart. That old man who people said was going to die, yet had always 
stayed alive. 


“T... | don’t have much interaction with the townspeople... We’ve had heavy 
rain the past few days... and when I pushed myself to get the boat out, I 
caught a cold... so I shut myself at home... and didn’t see any of my 
boatmen friends...” 


I came up with reasons one after another as if to give an excuse. Even 
though I hadn’t done anything bad. 


“Tt seems the funeral is already over. The people from that household 
contacted me, so I came in a hurry.” 


“To visit his... grave?” 


“That as well, but I also ghostwrote his will on his own request... and it 
seems there was a dispute among his relatives when the will was opened. 


They said they want me to confirm if there was really no mistake in the 
contents...” 


I wondered what in the will had aroused the general criticism. Violet did not 
tell me, as she could not reveal the contents of her contractor’s letters, but 
when it came to problems that happened after a wealthy elder died, it had to 
be the inheritance. 


“It simply means that the will is just like Mr. Lockhart. This is all I can 
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Say. 
So the mean geezer was mean until the end and then left. 


“S-So, Ms. Violet, you’re about to get yourself involved in that big 
quarrel?” 


“Yes.” 
“Could it be it’s your last ride on this boat...?” 


“Mr. Valentine, if you are still here by then, I shall go back with you as 
well.” 


“T-P’1l be. I won’t take any other customers today and I’1l be waiting for you 
on the other side of the river!” 


“T think I will take very long.” 
“That’s okay... I mean—!” 
——TI won't get to see you anymore, right? 


There was a knot in my throat because of the sadness, so I could not say 
these words. But I believed they had reached Violet. She said “all right” 
after a pause. 


And so, I sent Violet to the household’s side of the shore. As I had declared, 
I did not take on other customers, only waited for Violet. 


She did say that a lot had happened to her, but if the essence of what she 
had experienced, which she could only express with that much, was enough 
for her to lose an arm, then surely there should still be a commotion around 
her right now. Poor Violet. Honestly, Mr. Lockhart was a client who gave 
Violet trouble from start to finish. 


Still, if it weren’t for that troublesome client, Violet and I wouldn’t have 
met. We also wouldn’t have had that accumulation of interaction time as the 
seasons passed. 


“You should’ve lived longer,” I whispered selfishly. My pathetic voice was 
mixed with whining. 


I was a horrible person. 


To think I would complain about the time that someone I didn’t even know 
so well should die. But now, my heart felt like it would break. My 
composure was gone. That was why my tongue was so nasty. 


I did predict that we would become unable to see each other one day like 
this. I did, yet I had thought it would be a gentler end. More different, 
more... 


Yes, one day. One day, just as I had suddenly become unable to see my 
parents and brother, Violet would stop coming here. But I couldn’t leave 
this place, so I would keep standing at the dock, thinking that there might 
be a day where she would come by. 


From the viewpoint of other people, they may think this was sad, but to me, 
it was an ending that still had salvation and hope to it... 


I hadn’t imagined that she herself would tell me this was probably the last 
time. Besides, to think that my chest would feel so tight just because I was 
no longer going to see a customer that I only saw every now and then. 


I was an idiot. 


Yes, I wasn’t good in the head. I was sensitive to the subtleties of other 
people’s emotions despite not bringing them to life in me. Yet I was 
insensitive when it came to myself, so I was only able to notice things when 
they started hurting like this. 


“T-I...” 

Surely, I was all on my own because I was this much of a fool. 

“T’m gonna be alone...” the words overflowed from be in a natural manner. 
—Be quiet. Don’t cry. It’s like the way you’d cry as a kid. 

“Ugh... fu-uh...” 

I was happy. That Violet had hired me and would come to ride on my boat. 
“T don’t want that... Again... Pll be...” 


I was waiting here. For someone to remember me and come see me. For 
them to look for me. I was living by expecting nothing but that. 


Same for Violet. She was someone from my generation, who had been 
tossed into the world all of a sudden. She wanted to search for her important 
person, for him to find her — she was that kind of girl. But she was doing 
her best to live. She really did her best, without losing to the 
unreasonableness of life. 


As she grew, I saw her shining as an Auto-Memories Doll almost as if it 
were happening to a different version of myself. The fact she was doing her 
best was an encouragement. I thought of her as a comrade. Even though we 
weren't friends, it felt like we were. 


“Big Bro... when are you coming back...” 


I was by myself here. So, before I noticed, my encounter with that girl had 
become salvation in my life. Because we were the same. Because we were 
both waiting for people who wouldn’t return. 


It was okay even if it were just a few times per year. She had remembered 
and looked for me. To me, just that fact was, aah, so very... 


“T am terribly sorry for being so late.” 


I had departed with the boat in the morning, and it was past evening when 
the black-clad Auto-Memories Doll came back. She did not seem tired, but 
her voice was on the husky side, so she probably had to talk a lot. 


“Good job... How did it go?” 


I wanted to make it so that she wouldn’t find out that I had been crying, yet 
my voice was nasal and clearly an after-cry one. Amidst the sunset, Violet 
looked straight at me. 


“Everything is well. Mr. Valentine, are you all right?” 
I did not know, so I fell silent. 


—I’[l let you on the boat now. And then, it’ll be the end. You won’t come 
see me anymore. I don’t know if that’s okay, or if I’m okay with it. 


“Give me your hand; come on carefully. This is the time when the sunset 
and the evening are mixed, after all.” 


As if to gloss over it, I conducted myself as merely a professional. Violet’s 
sense of balance was a bit off, perhaps because she only had her right arm. I 
helped her until she was seated, and then started rowing. 


“Tt is my first time seeing the landscape at this hour.” 
I nodded at Violet’s muttering. 


Evening at the Jacaranda River was a sight that looked like a scarlet Sun 
had jumped onto the water surface. Both the sky and the river would paint 
themselves red, dyed in darkness before one could take notice. The birds 
cried as if to announce that it was already time to go home, the boatmen 
pulling out of work and returning to their houses. It was that kind of hour, 
that kind of scene. 


As winter was about to come around, the trees were bare and most of the 
fallen leaves over the water had even their colors rusting away as well. 
There was nothing more fitting of a farewell day than such loneliness. 


“Mr. Valentine, thank you very much for being here for me until today.” 


Violet’s voice sounded softer than usual. Come to think of it, I felt that the 
air around her had somewhat changed. I had thought it was because of the 
mourning attire, but looking at her again like this now, I figured that was 
not it. Would it be an exaggeration to say that it was as if an evil spirit had 
been removed from her? She was different from before. 


“From the start, for now, for always... thank you very much.” 


Yes, back then, when we first met, Violet Evergarden was a beautiful wild 
beast that had been tossed into the world. She was nervous, wary of 
everything, unstable and acted kind of cold. 


“Tt might be strange of me to be saying this to someone I only ever see here. 
But to me, Mr. Valentine, the fact that you let me ride on your boat 
whenever I come by...” 


Yet, within a long time, she had gained warmth and transformed from a 
beast-like girl into an exquisite young woman. 


“T... surely, yes, was ‘happy’ about it. I can now finally say so. Even if it is 
something trivial for you. I... can only meet you here, so when you said that 
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I could talk to you, I was ‘happy’. 
—It’s over. 


The scenery was too solitary. My chest tightened at the words she spoke 
within it. 


“T was definitely not suited to be an Auto-Memories Doll. I did not have the 
gentleness to speak my mind without thinking as you do. However, you 
affirmed that someone like me had her good points.” 


——TIt’s really over. 


“In a world full of denial, it is difficult to affirm anything.” 
—This is the end. 


“That is what I think. There is much denial in this world. Affirming is 
difficult. But you did it for me.” 


——Please, don’t say any more of these goodbye-like words. 
“Thank you very much.” 

—Dont. 

“I have one more thing I want to tell you.” 

——TI don’t want to hear them anymore. 

“Mr. Valentine, I found the person I was looking for.” 
—Stop. 


“T found him. I discovered that there are many people in the world who are 
looking for someone they can no longer see.” 


——NMy time with you is going on as you speak. 

“T was told by many that it was foolish of me to wait for him.” 

——HMy time with you is melting away. 

“However, I followed my heart, which I did not even know I had.” 

—TIt’s melting away like the foam on the surface of the water. 

“Mr. Valentine, I support you always waiting here for someone from here 
onwards as well. Even if, by any chance, you decide to stop waiting and 


venture out of here, I will support this too.” 


——TI liked this purity of yours, as if you’re reflecting the other person. 


“T assert your kindness. Because you asserted mine.” 
——By sustaining you, I was able to sustain myself. 


I let out a scream. Yes, I was bawling. For me to be crying while rowing, I 
was disqualified as a boater. But Violet did not judge me. 


After wiping my tears with the sleeves of my clothes several times, I began 
rowing again. I had only ever done anything while crying when I was a 
child. 


“Dad, Mom, Big Bro.” 


The time when I went searching, calling each of them, in my hometown by 
the Jacaranda River felt like it had been just a few days ago. 


“Violet, don’t forget me,” I said as I cried, looking like an idiot. 


“Yes. Mr. Valentine, you said this would be the last time, but I will pay a 
visit if I receive any jobs to do nearby.” 


“That’s a lie...! Countless of my customers have said that... but nobody... 
nobody... nobody cares about...” 


“T support you. This is no lie.” 


“Tt is... It’s just flattery... I-I was... happy that you never forgot about me... 
but you soon will...” 


The boat arrived at the dock almost as if colliding with it. The impact 
caused the tears to fall from my eyes like rain. 


“Sorry; just go.” 


I crouched on top of the boat. Aah, I had to help Violet get down. Night was 
coming. I should not be stalling in a place like this. 


I was just a boater and this girl was just my customer. We would end here. It 
was over. 


“T learned that having someone to accept you is important.” 
I had to wipe my tears and see her off. 


“Even if you cannot see them all the time. Mr. Valentine, if I was a bother to 
you, please know this.” 


I felt the sensation of the only arm that Violet now had touching my back. I 
turned away from it. 


We had met each other in this severe world. A world that I hated. I also 
hated my life. 


But, aah, my God. Even when such cruel sorrow attacked me like that... 


“There is an Auto-Memories Doll somewhere in the world who accepts 
you. Please be aware of this.” 


——.,..the world is beautiful. 


As she added a “that is not a lie”, I felt like I would end up waiting for her 
who knows how many years with just that sentence, so I found myself 
smiling. My foolishness and Violet’s kindness — those two things made me 
both cry and laugh. 


At the end, we joined hands like little kids. I helped her out of the boat and 
did not let go after that. 


“So it’s not a lie? You won’t forget me?” 
“Tt is not. I will not. I have good memory.” 
“Some-Someday...” 

"yess" 


“If I become someone capable of going to see you someday, will you accept 
me? Wouldn’t I be a bother? I... Y-Y’ know, I... actually wanted to be friends 
with you. Not just a boater and her customer...” 


“Yes, I will.” 
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“But I can’t right away. I have a family... I don’t, but I do. 
tyes! 

“But, one day... one day...” 

“Yes, one day.” 

“Surely, on a really nice day for us to reunite...” 

“Yes, it will definitely be a good day.” 

“Let’s meet again one day, Violet Evergarden.” 


After that, just as Violet had somehow changed, so did I. Just as snow 
covered the autumn lands, the silver make-up melted down before anyone 
realized and young leaves sprouted from it, I also changed. 


It was during spring that this was decisive. As expected, for one to start 
something, it had to be in spring. 


Purple flower petals scattered down on the Jacaranda River. I was simply 
looking at the scenery in a daze. The harbor was crowded with customers. 
Even though I was a boater and there were several customers wanting a 
ride, I was using the boat only for myself, not letting anyone hop in. 
Without paying any attention to my fellow boatmen, who stared at me with 
strange looks, I merely observed the entirety of this landscape, so as to sear 
it into my eyes. 


My beautiful hometown. A hometown of which I only had memories sad 
enough to pierce through my chest. A hometown where no one would look 
for me anymore. A hometown that surely none of them would ever come 
back to. 


The fact that Violet would not come this year gave me a sensation akin to 
waking up from a dream. As if my hazy head was clearing up, such change 
came to me. 


—Let’s throw it away. 

It was then that I thought at last. 
—I’Il throw my family away. 
That was what I thought. 


The reason why I was clinging to this place was that my family might come 
back someday. I had to return, I had to stay here, or else I was sure they 
would be troubled if any of them came home. Because it had troubled me. It 
had made me cry. So I should be here, I thought. 


Even though they didn’t give me love, I loved my family. 
—But Ill throw it away. 
I was finally able to think like that. As I did so, tears poured down. 


I had taken a long time to arrive to this decision, which was a merciless one, 
and I was a horrible person who surely wouldn’t die a peaceful death and 
would, as expected, keep on living like this, without being loved by 
anybody. 


But I was going to do it. I was going to throw my family away. 


After all, even if the people who were supposed to love me did not, she 
existed in my world. Somewhere in this world, there was an Auto- 
Memories Doll who accepted me. So instead of waiting for someone who 
would never come home, I should take a leap. Because I wasn’t an eight- 
year-old kid anymore and could go anywhere. 


I rowed my boat. Not for anyone else. For the sake of going out into my 
new journey. 


What should I do? When I thought about what to do first, as expected, that 
girl surfaced in the depths of my mind. The girl I had seen off while 
praying, “Wait for me”. 


The dark red ribbons tying her golden hair. The pleats on her white ribbon- 
tie dress. The light blue umbrella. As if playing around, all of these things 
fluttered in the wind. 


It was okay for me to go looking for them from now. It was okay. 

—Wait for me. 

My chest was quivering. Starting life anew was common place, but now 
that it was my turn, I was shaking. It was hard to breathe from the fear and 
expectations. Flowers from jacaranda trees were blocking my field of 


vision, and although their beauty erased everything that could be seen, they 
were nothing but a hindrance now. What I yearned for wasn’t them. 


What I wished to see — the purple I wanted to meet once again — was no 
longer this one. 


—Please, wait for me. 


Tears welled up. I didn’t know whether they were tears of sadness, relief or 
frustration. I didn’t know anything anymore. The feeling I had wasted so 
much of my life and the feeling that I had finally gotten to this point were in 
conflict. 


I didn’t want to abandon my family. I didn’t. 


But the truth is that I’d always wanted to. Aah, I was such an idiot, such a 
confusing one. 


That was fine. I didn’t understand myself very well either. I didn’t. I didn’t 
understand anything anymore. What was I doing? I didn’t know. Surely, I 
had never known. I didn’t even know that I was hurting. 

But there was just one thing. 


——Wwait. 


One thing I knew. When it came to things I knew, there was but one. 


That I felt so refreshed I shouted to the world without minding anyone, 
“Violet, wait for me!” 


I was going to see her, so I wished she wouldn’t forget me. That was it. 
That was all. 
Blue eyes opened. 


The train had arrived in the city. While the passengers got off in a hurry, a 
blue-eyed girl was neatly smoothing down the wrinkles on her ribbon-tie 
dress before gracefully descending to the platform. 


She did not act as if looking for someone or show any signs of losing her 
way. Her figure as she simply walked straight to her destination was almost 
like that of a mechanical doll. Surely, she would not do things such as be 
surprised by something or run towards someone upon finding them. That 
was how she looked. 


The perfectly lady-like girl, however, went completely still in the middle of 
the crowded platform all of a sudden. Her blue eyes had detected 
something. Upon finding that person, she blinked as if surprised, and then 
bolted into a run. The hem of her skirt spread out in disarray. The ribbons 
keeping her golden hair in place swayed. 


As she had started running, the other person also pushed through the crowd 
and came closer. Three, five, ten steps. She, who had broken into a dash, 
halted exactly in front of him, yet the other did not. 


“Violet, welcome home.” 
He held her in his arms and buried his face into her shoulder. Her beloved 
one, whom she had not seen in a while, tickled her with his nose as he 


sniffed the scent of her hair. He must have been at the platform for a long 
time. His cold clothes and his body heat conveyed his desire to see her. 


“Major, I am back. I did not know you would come pick me up.” 


Having changed from a beast into a person, from a person into a girl and 
then into someone’s biggest love, Violet accepted the embrace of the other 
person without resistance. 


“T am happy.” 


Something gradually rushed through her body. It was the sensation that 
“joy”, “love” and other such feelings had turned into light and were running 
from the tips of her toenails to the top of her head. 


The young woman who used not to know emotions was now in love. 


One could spot other charming lovers here and there. Therefore, even as the 
Army Colonel of this country, Leidenschaftlich, and an Auto-Memories 
Doll were hugging each other, no one paid them any mind. The intimate 
figures of both those two and the other lovers were a common sight. If one 
were to unravel their history, this was a strange pair born through twists and 
turns, but in everyday life, it was just a part of the scenery. 


“Violet. Sorry, I couldn’t hear you. Did you say anything?” 


Due to Gilbert hugging her tightly, Violet’s remark was processed simply as 
an incomprehensible something, but she did not care. 


“No, it was nothing much. I have returned, Major.” 
“Sorry. Yeah, welcome back, Violet... Did I tell you I wanted to see you?” 
“Yes, just now.” 


“T heard from Hodgins about when you were scheduled to come back... 
Tired, are you? I have a carriage waiting so that we can hurry home.” 


“Major, what about work...?” 


“T came after finishing it. I had to force myself but I have no plans more 
important than you.” 


“Then, can we be together for a little bit as the carriage rides?” 


“If you’re okay with it, I can send you to the Evergarden house after we 
have a meal.” 


Gilbert took Violet’s eyes going round as a sign of acceptance. He took 
Violet’s bag in her stead and, in a natural manner, found himself grasping 
the hand that had become empty. As he held her hand, Violet moved her 
gaze fleetingly. She started blinking again upon looking at the two joined 
hands. 

“Major, Major.” 


Subsequent to their reunion during the hijacking case of the transcontinental 
train, the two had confirmed their feelings after the CH Postal Company 
attack incident and started a new, albeit awkward, relationship. 


“What is it?” 

“T almost look like a child.” 

She indeed was like a child in love. 
“Because we’re holding hands?” 


“Yes; I would never get lost here, in Leidenschaftlich. You did use to hold 
my hand before, but... now...” 


It was a bit lacking for an army colonel who was past his thirties, but if one 
were to say that it was fitting of modest people such as these two, it indeed 
was. 

“T’d like you to keep in mind that lovers also hold hands, Violet.” 


“Ts that so...? Indeed, looking around, there are many people doing this.” 


“You had told me you understood... so I perceived us as lovers; was I 
wrong?” 


“N-Not at all.” 


“Then, in order to strengthen that perception... let’s change the way we’re 
holding hands.” 


Just by the hold changing into one in which their fingers intertwined, Violet 
went from just a girl being taken away to a lady being escorted. Violet 
blinked again. Ever since their romance had come to fruition, each of 
Violet’s reactions entertained Gilbert, to which he let show a smile that he 
could not hold back. 


“T’ll be happy if, one day, you take my hand without saying anything when 
I hold out my arm.” 


“T need training, Major.” 
“Kukuh... That so? Then let’s do it, Violet.” 
As the novice couple left the platform, yet another train arrived. 


While Violet and Gilbert walked amidst the crowd, a different pair passed 
right by their side. The young woman was quite a lustrous, beautiful person, 
whom one could tell was of noble birth. The individual walking with a hand 
rested on her shoulder as if to protect her from the crowd was an 
androgynous beauty with unusual silver hair. 


Cut short, his platinum-blond hair bore the kind of exquisiteness that looked 
like it would make chiming sounds as he walked. His jacket, shirt and pants 
were finely tailored ones. He no longer resembled at all the navigator who 
used to row a boat in the past. 


Feeling as if an old acquaintance had passed by, Valentine halted for a 
moment. 


“What is the matter, Rose?” 


Upon being called, Valentine immediately resumed walking with a 
“nothing”. It was not permissible to stop in the general area of a packed 
entrance. 


“Madam... I had this feeling that the girl I am looking for was here.” 


Looking for someone all by themselves. Those two had this point in 
common. 


“Violet Evergarden? That’s right; you will be living as an Auto-Memories 
Doll in the same city as her. It would not be strange if she did pass by. You 
will meet that girl someday. And one day — one day, you might also get to 
see the older brother that you told me about. After all, miracles happen 
every day.” 


However, they had still not realized that the gears of their fates were not yet 
aligned. 


Rose Valentine gave a smile with a “yes, Madam”. “To me, Madam, you are 
the miracle.” 


“Why, my rose does not say such things.” 


Rose’s flank was hit rather strongly, but although it actually hurt, the smile 
did not falter. This was also one of his secrets to success. 


“Speaking of which, the Auto-Memories Doll school was truly difficult. I 
am grateful to Madam for sending me to it, though...” 


“Oh, but you have come back as a gentleman who has become able to 
escort me naturally like this, so it has brought results.” 


Rose’s amber eyes widened beneath silver lashes. They reflected his 
madam’s mischievous facial expression. Rose’s smile collapsed a little and 
turned into a strained laugh. 


“Madam, I managed to deceive people in the past because I used to wear a 
hat to hide my face, but... can I really do this? Also, does this not mean that 
I will have to deceive all the other employees and customers?” 


There was something he had not told Violet Evergarden. Violet Evergarden 
was a mysterious girl to him as well, but there was not that great a 
difference between her and himself. 


“T left my hometown in order to start my own life for real, and yet...” 


He — no, she was going to begin a new life in this city starting from today. 
Not just as “Valentine” but as “Rose Valentine”. 


The madam of the S.W. (Scarlet Winter) Letter-Specialized Shop, which 
would later make a name for itself as a unique postal company that mostly 
employed male Auto-Memories Dolls, replied with an alluring smile. 


If there were goodbyes, there had to be encounters. And if there were ends, 
there had to be beginnings. 


“We will not deceive them. You will properly sell yourself as Rose 
Valentine, the crossdressing beauty, from the very start. We sell a hundred 
different types of letters, stationery, envelopes. And also the caring 
customer service from charming young men who have some sort of sparkle 
to them. There is no mistaking that this will be as addicting as high-grade 
drinks. It’s exactly because this business is full of women that a shop full of 
men will shine. Is this discrimination? Are you discriminating against me, 
Rose?!” 


Good endings and bad endings — life went on with both included. 


“Haah... But I’m a woman. No, I might be almost a man since I’ve lived 
most of my life tricking people about my gender...” 


“That’s what’s good about it!” 

“Haah...” 

It looked like an eternity but was not, yet on it went. 

“Your boyish side and your original girl side. I recruited you taking them 
into account. Be at ease. You can sell. You can. After all, there is no other 
such Auto-Memories Doll.” 


“Haah...” 


“Don’t ‘haah’ me. Geez... my lovely rose. Worry not. Have I ever lied to 
you?” 


The story would go on. Cruel as the world might be, beautiful moments 
would come by again. 


“Tt has still not been that long since I first met you... so, I would not know, 
Madam.” 


Morning would come as long as you were there. Such was how stories were 
made. 


Chapter 2 


OK KK 


The Night and the Auto-Memories Doll 


OK KOK 


Everything went around. 


From past to present and from present to future. The dead bodies that 
decayed within the soil would dissolve into the earth, and from the earth, 
too, would new living creatures be born. Within a few hours’ time, curtains 
made of stars and nightly shades would be covered over by curtains in the 
colors of dawn. 


People went around as well. 


Children would be born, muster out their voices, start walking and, once 
they became aware of their own selves, their stories would begin. A cycle 
of discovering passion, coming to know love, stopping to be children and, 
upon sympathizing with other families, birthing offspring just as their 
parents had done. A cycle of learning about the world, spreading 
information, teaching their knowledge to younglings without sparing any of 
it away and generating more such younglings. A cycle in which someone’s 
story was someone else’s encouragement, and those who were encouraged 
would conceive stories of their own. 


Everything went around. 


There was one cycle here. It was the story of a meager cycle that likely 
could happen anywhere in the world. 


A man picked up a wild beast from a small island to which he had drifted. It 
was a beautiful beast, but it had been stocked with skills long before 
coming to his hands. Skills for slaughtering people with ease and seeking 
submission. 


Their first meeting was terrible. His underling had attempted to lay his 
hands on the beast’s beauty. As if it were a given, the beast had killed his 
many subordinates, leaving only one person. That was him. Granting him 
both disaster and salvation at the same time, the beast had sought 
subservience in regards to the man. 


The man fled around the island where all but himself had been murdered, 
but gave in and accepted the beast. The beast was useful, but also an 
existence that he could not handle. Be it morning, noon or night, his head 
was troubled with the beast, his heart unable to calm down. 


Essentially, he was a man who did not want to be shackled by anything. 
After all, he had a past of being forced into submission by his household 
and parents. He had escaped from his responsibilities and his home, 
jumping off into the sea. The man, who had been born in a family that bore 
the name of a flower, had run away and gained freedom. 


He yearned for it — for a freedom that no one could steal from him — more 
than anything. Even if he had to cast away his little brother for it. Therefore, 
the man had done the same in the beast’s case. The one who mattered most 
to him was himself. He wanted to break free from that horror. Most likely, 
he had cut off from himself a child in need of salvation. 


Everything went around. 

—O God, I want to. 

Everything. 

A voice that sounded like bells echoed. 


“Captain,” it whispered, as if to tickle the man’s ears. “Captain Dietfried 
Bougainvillea.” 


It was evening. A time when people were returning to their homes. 

“What would you like to do?” 

An orange light shone from the window inlaid with stained glass. With the 
sunset reflected on the elaborately designed interior decoration, the place 
itself looked like a single work of art. 

“Could it be that, because of the impact earlier, your hearing has...” 

It was supposed to be. The place where the person who called out so 
insistently and the person who intentionally ignored her were in was an art 
gallery that just recently had its interior and exterior finished. 

“As if.” 


“T am relieved. Then, I would like to ask if you have a plan.” 


In a place they were not supposed to be at, the two who were not supposed 
to be together were kneeling on the floor in resignation. 


“Captain.” 


“T would like to ask if you have a plan, by any chance.” 


Po erccccccccccccccccs 


“Tf I may offer my opinion, firstly, I could act as a decoy—” 


“Be quiet, monster. Don’t keep repeating the same thing over and over. 
Don’t breathe either. I’m thinking right now.” 


Dietfried Bougainvillea, a naval captain of Leidenschaftlich, eldest son of 
the Bougainvillea — a household of patriotic national heroes — and the man 
who had picked up Violet Evergarden in the past and brought her to this 
country, was covering his eyes with his hands due to having too much on 
his plate. The little bit of silence and darkness had brought him relief, but 
someone’s sobbing, the voice of a man reproaching it and the sound of a 
person being brutally kicked and tumbling down dragged him back to 
reality. 


He had a severe headache. Whether it was caused by his anxiety or his 
injury, he had no idea. He put a hand on the back of his head and examined 
it, but only a bit of blood had come out. 


In order to somehow spit such awful mood out of his body, he took deep 
breaths. He felt that he had become a little better, but the unpleasant 
sensation returned once he opened his eyes and cast his gaze at the woman 
next to him. A spoon of discomfort, rejection and fear each was thrown into 
Dietfried’s emotional vessels, set on fire and boiled up. However, the most 
prominent feeling was something else. 


The woman who had been talking to him so insistently until a moment ago 
was now quiet just and not letting out a single breath as he had told her. 
Violet Evergarden. 


Dietfried looked fixatedly at his former servant. The woman, whose 
appearance had transfigured considerably in comparison to when they had 
first met, bore a radiantly shining cold beauty, which was even more 


conspicuous under such tense circumstances. She was almost like an ice 
sculpture, Dietfried thought. 


— Even though you used to stink like a wild beast... 
She now smelled of nothing but flowers. 

—...you turned out just as I’d imagined. 

“You’re a siren.” 

Silence. 


“My little brother destroyed a train station just to keep you alive; you’re a 
siren through and through. I’m not into you, but my mental stability is 
wrecked right now, and I’m sensing the harmfulness and influence that your 
existence brings about in that. You’re unmatched when it comes to breaking 
things and causing problems.” 


Dietfried had once told his brother that the beast could become a siren. He 
had meant to say so including all sorts of matters. This young woman 
named Violet was a creature that God had created by mistake and had not 
been born under a good star. When one was by her side, there were many of 
them. 


“Damn troublemaker.” 


Many problems. Even though she had not wished for it, she had been born 
this way. Under a star that attracted disasters. 


— It goes round. All of it. 


He ran and ran from her, yet they would end up meeting, thus Dietfried had 
started to think that it might be some sort of divine revelation at this point. 
Telling him to face the girl that he had thrown away. 


Violet was still, hand on her brooch. He someway guessed that it was given 
to her by his younger brother. He felt like clicking his tongue. This girl 


might become the worst-ever wife whose hand his most beloved little 
brother was going to take. 


—We can leave that for later; gotta overthrow this situation first. 


Determined to fight this reality, Dietfried then turned his gaze towards the 
sight that spread out before his eyes. Women, men, elderly people — 
everyone was crouching on the floor with guns pointed at them regardless 
of anything. Obviously, the same applied to Dietfried and Violet. 


Unexpected situations — situations in which they could not make a false 
move even if they were on their own, let alone in the presence of so many 
civilians — were responsible for this. On top of it, Dietfried was also saddled 
with someone that he had to protect despite not wanting to. Of course he 
would feel like clicking his tongue at it. 


Perhaps they were thought to be lovers, as no one said anything even while 
they stayed close to each other. 


“Hey, did you really stop breathing?” 


She did not seem to be in agony, but her figure as she diligently obeyed 
made Dietfried feel uneasy. 


“IT was joking; breathe.” 

Violet’s blue eyes blinked with a snap. 

eg.” 

And then, she finally let out a breath. Dietfried hated himself for being 
remotely relieved that she had safely started breathing again, was what he 
thought. 

“Hey, you.” 


“Yes.” 


“From now on, follow my orders. Don’t act on your own accord.” 


“All right.” 


“I’m gonna save the civilians. It’s my duty. There’s no helping it, so ’m 
counting you in that math too... No idea what my little brother would do if 
he found out I’d let you die. Even if it weren’t on purpose, if anything that 
could kill you happened under these circumstances, I really have no way of 
knowing what he’d do. He’d probably hate me.” 


“No, Captain, he—” 


“Have some self-awareness, Monster. My foolish younger brother blew up 
a train station to let you live. This fact did turn into a subject of teasing 
towards Gil for no matter how much time passes from now, but if you think 
about it on normal terms, it’s out of the ordinary. That’s the way you’ve 
changed him. Damn witch...” 


She was the tool that he had found and that used to exist for his sake. A 
woman who used to be a dog with no name. An orphan whom he had 
picked up from a solitary island, brought back with him, attempted to get 
the most out of yet was unable to, and then threw away. 


Asset. Girl soldier. Automatic assassination doll. Witch. 


—Even if I don’t want to, for now, I gotta protect this thing and take it 
home. 


“T’ll save you, so you save me too, Witch.” 


Fate went around, adding a chance meeting as the best seasoning for a 
finishing touch. After all, at this very moment, Violet Evergarden and 
Dietfried Bougainvillea were being attacked by robbers and had weapons 
thrust at them. 


“That’s awfully unpleasant for me, but I’ll take action by considering your 
life to be the top priority. Not for you. For my little brother.” 


Understanding that she had received permission to talk once she had 
received permission to breathe, Violet gave her own opinion, “No.” She did 


it directly, without any restraint. “No, that is my job, Captain. Major... Lord 
Gilbert loves you.” 


Dietfried’s eyes blinked. Those green orbs were staring fixatedly at Violet 
since earlier, enough to seem like they would suck her in. They were green 
jewels in a different shade from his younger brother’s. Those green gems, 
enveloped in shock, reflected Violet’s serious gaze. 


“I shall guard you, no matter what happens,” Violet declared with 
resolution, like a knight. “I will obey your orders to the best of my abilities, 
but if I judge it to be dangerous, I shall take action with your safeguarding 
as the maximum priority.” 


“Hey. bb) 


“T will definitely protect you and bring you to Major safely. Please do not 
leave my side, Captain.” 


“That’s my line,” Dietfried said while nonetheless wanting to kill Violet. 


For the exchange between the two to reach this stage, things had first begun 
when morning visited Leidenschaftlich. This might be going back much too 
far in time for a clarification, but it all had indeed started since daybreak. 


The morning weather was overflowing with sunlight on that day — typical 
of Leidenschaftlich in early summer. Early rising ladies formed queues in 
the bakeries that opened at dawn and little birds flew about the shops’ 
surroundings to receive breadcrumbs. There was a café three stores away 
from one of the popular bakeries, famous for serving floral teas, its 
signboard girl preparing to open it. If one went further ahead, there was a 
bank, and round said bank, there was a main street lined with large-scale 
shops. 


An art gallery arranged to open the next day had been erected on the main 
street. Its name was Artemisia. It bore the name of its owner, who was an 
artist. 


The gallery Artemisia displayed the works of its proprietor, of course, but it 
also had works of artists from within and abroad Leidenschaftlich. There 
were rows of works from unknown young artists that the owner had taken 
interest in as well, devoted as she was to the cultivation of new talents. 


The Artemisia Gallery, which was to become a place where novel forms of 
Leidenschaftlich’s art would be born, was scheduled to hold a pre-opening 
party today, attended only by the people concerned. The gallery’s staff had 
started cleaning its interior and the sidewalk in front of it from morning. 


Around noon, a restaurant employee hired for the sake of that day had 
visited, bringing in wine, snacks and table sets. As for the dishes, there were 
two types: the ones that had already been prepared and the ones that would 
be made by borrowing the kitchen of the owner’s residence, which had been 
built on the gallery’s top floor. Since eating was not the main focus, the 
preparations were merely enough for the upcoming guests not to feel 
hungry. 


As evening came, the inside of Artemisia began to speed up with haste. If 
there were anyone in command of such a scenery, they would likely be 
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asserting with a baton: “hurry”, “faster”, “elegantly”. 


An envelope closed with a wax seal bearing the establishment’s crest. 
Customers arrived one after another with the invitation taken from inside of 
it at hand. For a pre-opening party with a limited number of invitees, there 
was a large amount of people. The elect few of Artemisia’s employees were 
in a flurry of activity. 


“Bring me a coat” here, “not enough drinks” there, a plate breaking 
somewhere. “Where’s the owner?”, “Got caught by the guests”. “There’s no 
one to give us instructions”, “Oh, well” — just like this, things descended 
into chaos behind the scenes. 


Normally, their job was to calmly recommend artistic goods. Therefore, 
they were unable to hide their bewilderment at handling so many visitors at 
first. Nevertheless, if one looked at the guests being entertained, how were 
they? Appreciating the artworks, looking like they were having a blast. 
Upon seeing this, the employees were able to understand deep down. That 


“what, so things are the same as usual”. By the time that the customers were 
completely familiar with the gallery’s interior, the employees were able to 
show smiles with a little bit of ease. 


Among the guests invited to Artemisia, a foreign body completely unrelated 
to this world was mixed in. 


It was a woman. A beautiful one at that. From an appreciative viewpoint, 
there would be nothing to complain about if she were one of the artworks. 
She was clad in a ribbon-tie one-piece dress, snow-white as a flower in full 
bloom on a summer day. Her long, softly curved golden hair extended to 
her waist. Perhaps she had come straight from work, as she held a heavy- 
looking trolley bag on one hand. “Click, click,” knocked her cocoa-brown 
boots against the marble flooring each time she took a step. 


She walked while observing every artwork one by one. Idyllic landscape 
paintings, abstract paintings that looked like silver ink spilled on pure-white 
paper, oil paintings in which the people seemed as if they would move at 
any moment. Glassworks and ceramics that one would be very afraid even 
to look at from nearby. At first, the exhibition was of works from artists 
renowned within the country, but the small hall of its latter half integrated 
displays from artists who were still nameless. The woman stopped in front 
of one such work. 


A painting of whimsical fantasy. Was it a winter sea? It depicted various 
things falling and sinking into dark and cold water. A pocket watch, a 
feather, a bed, a knife, a white flower and a chair. All were worn-out and 
had damaged parts. At first glance, one would not know what it was 
expressing. Only the boy painted in the center seemed to pierce through the 
viewer. 


He was still a teenager and his appearance could also be considered that of 
a girl. After staring at him for a while, the feeling that he was supposed to 
be saved would surface. Because the boy had a facial expression that almost 
looked like he was making eye contact with the viewer as he fell. But this 
could not come true. He was sinking in the picture. No one on this side 
could do anything. One would not know what to do with themselves after 
looking at it — it was that kind of picture. 


“Excuse me; I was the one who painted this. Is there anything wrong with 
this painti...” 


Suddenly, a voice called to the woman from behind. A rock thrown into the 
quiet atmosphere. A low tone that cut through the dimness of the room. 


People were mostly heading towards the famous artists, so the woman had 
been all by herself on that spot until just now. The man who had showed up 
a bit late was coincidentally the creator of that fantastical painting, and 
found himself talking to the woman who had stopped in front of his art. 
That was an extremely natural encounter for a pair. If their positions, 
circumstances and everything else were different, something might have 
been born between them. It did not have to be romantic love, just something 
— something else that “the two of them originally had”. 


“Captain Dietfried Bougainvillea.” 


The moment the woman turned around, the space resounded with a loud 
squeak. It actually had not resounded, but at the very least, Dietfried heard 
the thump of his own heartbeat, which gave his whole body goosebumps. 
He was enveloped in a strange sensation, as if the blood inside him were 
flowing backwards. One of the things he had once evaded in his life was 
standing there. 


“What’re you doing, Monster?” 
Violet Evergarden. 


Before the emerald eyes that Dietfried possessed, of a hue different from his 
younger brother’s, there was a young female Auto-Memories Doll. The 
reason why he had not recognized her from the back was likely that her 
golden hair was slovenly loose. 


He had not had a chance to see her after she had become a grown-up ever 
since the incident during the Flying Letters. Only people who had great 
amount of interaction with each other would be able to tell such a thing just 
by looking at someone’s back. 


“IT was looking at the paintings, Captain.” 


Violet was expressionless. However, her hand alone promptly searched for 
her emerald brooch and squeezed it. 


“You, paintings? Can you understand them?” 


First, a scornful laugh, and then a head start with a verbal attack. She 
needed to put up a defense line. After all, this girl was formerly a weapon. 
An automatic assassination doll. 


“T cannot. It is just that... my eyes and legs stopped.” 


She was the one and only woman that Dietfried feared. If he had run into 
anyone else, his emotions would not be so disrupted. 


Dietfried was scared. This girl was terrifying. 
“T caused you trouble last time.” 


He knew the things she had done. He knew whom she had killed. And he 
also recalled how he used to treat her, telling himself that it was all right. 


“By asking about Major.” 

Because she was a monster. 

—O God, I want to. 

These words wandered about in his head. They were words that he had 
prayed in his childhood to the one that he would meet at some point — 
probably in his dying moments. Thinking back on it now, it had been a 
foolish, immature and helpless wish, but he was serious about it at the time. 

Looking at this girl made him remember his embarrassing past self. 


“T shall see myself out. Captain, please take your time.” 


“Hey. bB) 


Violet had decided to retreat from the place, putting it to action. She 
concluded that this would be a peaceful solution for both sides and that it 
would secure each other’s survival. 


“Hey, wait.” 
However, Dietfried still had something that he wanted to say. 


At the call of restraint, Violet’s feet halted mid-step. She then gazed at 
Dietfried. “Why?” her eyes were asking. 


Choosing to leave must have been her own way of showing respect. 
Considering the current and the previous relationship between two of them, 
it was a sound judgement. Hence, she stared at him presumptuous and 
mutely. 


Even now, it pierced Dietfried. That quiet “why” perforated him. 


Despite being the one who had told her to wait, Dietfried lost sight of his 
next words. He had tons of complaints. Rather, complaints were the only 
thing that ever came out of his mouth. Most likely, he had never presented 
any warm words or attitude to her. No, he had at least patted her head when 
they parted. But what about it? That was all he had done. Which perhaps 
was the reason why. 


—What did you think of that painting? 


Just a question like this was exceptionally challenging for him. If it were 
anyone else, he would surely be able to ask as easily as breathing. He could 
also boast that he was the one who had painted it. However, only with this 
woman was it so difficult. 


A long silence drifted between the two. A truly long, long silence. 


The mood was almost like two beasts had come across each other in the 
wilderness and were estimating which would attack first. Both were 
underdeveloped and, not matching their insides, only their appearances 
were actually full-fledged. Seen from the sidelines, they were a beautiful 


adult man and woman looking at each other, but the air flowing between 
them was that of a battlefield. 


Dietfried was starting to sweat. As for Violet, even her breathing was 
becoming shallower. 


Violet seemed to be thinking about something. She opened and closed her 
mouth, repeating it several times. What should she do in that situation? 
What was best? She was probably unable to decide. This was something 
that not just Violet but also Dietfried was thinking about, yet the degree of 
seriousness in behavior was surprisingly higher on Violet’s side. 


She would normally not be like this. 


He was the person that even Violet Evergarden, who had written so many 
letters, was at loss as to how to act around. That was the man called 
Dietfried. 


Perhaps her thinking had eventually arrived to a conclusion, Violet left her 
baggage on the floor and put her hands behind her back. “Feel free to.” 


At first, Dietfried had no idea what she was doing. Violet looked like she 
was Offering her body. 


“Ha...?” 
Without hesitation, almost as if she were a tool. 
“T am still. Feel free to.” 


“Feel free to feast on my life,” she seemed to say. Her current self 
overlapped with the beast of the past. 


“To do what, is what I’m asking...” Dietfried’s mouth felt sticky, giving him 
a hard time mustering words out. His head had been occupied mostly with 
how to mend the blunder that he had exposed to her, so he could not 
respond to Violet’s surprise attack immediately. 


“Do you not remember? I used to do this whenever I had to receive 
reprimand or punishment.” 


He could not. All of the information that had been fluttering about in 
Dietfried’s head until now disappeared. It vanished. 


“You, what the...” 


The owner of the blue eyes that stared at Dietfried as if to shoot through 
him always did unexpected things, tossing him about. 


“T did not know how to speak back then, so in order to show that I had no 
intention to attack you, Captain, I would do this.” 


Those eyes. 


“No matter what I say, surely... there is no atonement for me. With time, I 
have come to understand the things I... did. And how much terror I made 
you go through. Nevertheless, I am grateful for the kindliness of placing me 
under Lord Gilbert. I wish to pay you back somehow. If you say that it is 
unnecessary, at the very least, do as you please.” 


For whatever reason, when those eyes asked him “why”... 
“Be it with fists or with reproach, as much as you want.” 
...his chest ached as if it had been stabbed. 

“Feel free to.” 


If that place were not a quiet art gallery, Dietfried would have yelled 
furiously at her, without caring about shame or his reputation. He managed 
to ball his fists hard enough for it to hurt and swallow down his angry voice 
due to his high level of self-respect. 


“T hate that about you...” 


This girl always made him aware that she would never act as he expected. 


“..to death.” 


At the words spoken by Dietfried’s quivering tone, Violet took a step back. 
Her stance of offering herself did not change, but her instincts were on- 
guard, wondering if she was not going to be killed by this man. Seeing that, 
Dietfried sneered at her figure. 


“You’re the one who could choke the life out of me anytime,” he seemed to 
Say. 


Dietfried suddenly felt the heat that had gone up his head cooling down. 
Violet had taken a step back. That became the trigger for him to regain his 
composure. Because he was able to reconfirm that she was but a child in the 
end. This innocent aspect and action that were much like what a child 
would show to an adult exerted a great influence on the other party. 
Dietfried loathed that. 


For he, who despised interventions from anyone, had so much aversion to it 
that it make him want to vomit. 


Those who were accustomed to oppression from others would very easily 
choose to hurt people. She was inwardly frightened of that tendency. Yet 
albeit frightened, she prioritized others over herself. That creature was like 
a mass of contradictions. 


—Disgusting. Stop. Die. Don’t look at me. 


He did not want to get involved with her. But he had a mountain of things to 
say. However, when it came to whether or not he could properly do it, even 
if he managed to squeeze them out, they would turn into nothing but 
abusive language. 


There was a large lake between the two of them and all they could do was 
gaze at the opposite shore, unable to tell how deep it was. Their first 
meeting was to blame for that. It was the cause of everything. 


His underlings had attacked her and she had killed all of them. She then 
chased and chased after him, making him into her master. Despite there 


being a hierarchy, Violet was the one who had a grip over his life. 


One would understand, after spending time with the girl, that this was a 
necessity for her. She was always like that, ever since the island only the 
two of them knew. Whenever anything happened, she would prioritize 
Dietfried. After all, even as he handed her over to Gilbert, she had not 
resisted. 


If anything could be changed, that was the moment. 


The two who never mingled with each other met again countless times in a 
parallel line. On such occasions, they would become unable to make a 
move due to shouldering the truth of rejection and of the things they had 
done, thus running away. 


— Gilbert. 


What did the person who brought the two together, whom they loved most, 
thought of that? 


“You... I... . 

——TIf I could change for Gilbert... 

“Captain...?” 

—If I could change, right here and now, for your sake... 
Would it be easier for him to breathe? 

Just as Dietfried was about to make a bitter decision... 


“GYAAAAAAAAAH—AAAAAAH— 
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 


...an incident occurred. 


It was clearly not a hasty crime. The scream of Artemisia, the owner, 
echoed, and by the time that Dietfried and Violet had bolted from the quiet 
hall where there was just the two of them, robbers were already thrusting 
their weapons mostly at vulnerable women and children, having them on 
their knees. The course of action was far too swift. 


Wide-eyed, Violet swung back her trolley bag and was about to throw it at 
them, yet Dietfried stopped her. 


“Are you stupid?! Those aren’t all adults that can run...!” 


Among the hostages, there was also a little girl held under someone’s arms, 
looking like she did not understand the situation. 


“T will save them as fast as possible and take control of the rest.” 


“They’ve got guns; what’re you gonna do if they hit someone else with a 
warning shot?! There’s the other artworks too... This ain’t a stage for a 
tactless bastard like you to brawl! Just stay put for now!” 


“But, Captain—” 
“Stay put!” 


While the two were trying to push past each other, the robbers took notice 
of them. 


In the main hall, perhaps in order to bind people up through fear, the men 
were being beaten without exception, being put on their knees over the 
floor. Seeing that, the women naturally sat down, trembling, and began to 


cry. 


While screams were resounding like music, one of the robbers headed 
towards the duo. “So there were still weeds growing here?” was the look in 
his eyes as he swung his firearm emotionlessly. 


Dietfried would have managed to avoid it. He had done it several times 
until now. He could do it as easily as floating on water. If he could catch the 
man’s gun with one hand and pulled it just like that, he was able to picture 


the opponent falling over as a reaction. Once he stole the gun, he could 
shoot each member of the robber gang one by one in the head. And then, 
there would be a gunfight. He would have done that if he were alone. Yes, if 
he were alone. 


—Why now of all times? 


There was nothing more humiliating than a punch that one had to resign 
oneself into receiving. But he had things he had to protect above his own 
dignity. Thus, he accepted the attack without dodging. If he were to start a 
scuffle amidst the current situation, he did not think that all of the people 
who had become hostages would remain unharmed. He would aim for a 
chance. That was what he should do. He made such decision not only for 
his own welfare but also for that of other people. 


However, the automatic assassination doll made a completely different one. 
When her eyes glinted like that, she quite literally moved on automatic. She 
came forward to take his place. In that instant, the face of Dietfried’s 
younger brother was the only thing crossing his mind. 


— Gil. 


It was almost as if he had readied himself to do it. That was how quickly his 
arm reached out. He forcefully embraced Violet and turned his back 
towards the robber. A violent hit struck him from head to back. He could 
hear Violet’s breath quietly catching while holding her in his arms. 


And such was how they had arrived to the present. 


Dietfried did not think that his decision to suppress Violet was a mistake. 
He was aware that she was the woman who had fought by herself against 
terrorists inside an exploding train, but it would be a problem if she did 
something of the sort in the Artemisia Gallery. 


Right now, he felt like a pet owner containing the rampage of his mad dog. 


As for the mad dog herself, she had grown quiet ever since Dietfried had 
been hit, as if her functions were gone. Dietfried had pushed away the 
hands that had attempted to give him first aid. Any false moves and the 
robbers might beat him again. 


She, who always took upon herself to protect, wound up being protected. 
On top of that, she had let the other be injured. This must have caused her 
to fall into despondency, enough to result in service outage. However, with 
time, she had rebooted and was rousing herself up once more to get through 
this situation. 


“T understand that I should refrain from the use of force in an art gallery. 
But should we not place human lives above the artworks?” 


— Whose fault do you think it is that I got hit on the back of my head? 


Because she was saying the most obvious thing with the most serious face, 
Dietfried grabbed the collar where her brooch resided, taking the brooch 
along, without thinking. The thread that fastened the ribbon-tie dress’s 
button let out a screech. It was not the kind of deed that a gentleman would 
do to a lady. But Dietfried did not loosen the strength that he put into his 


grip. 


“You... Do you still need disciplining from me?” he said, voice filled with 
rage, close enough for their faces to touch. “Think of this as a place that can 
hardly compare to any other... This thing’s pretty important for you, isn’t 
it?” 


After blinking with a snap, she opened her mouth once, then closed it. 


Once Dietfried’s hand let go of her, she grasped the brooch as if to protect 
it. She was more concerned about the brooch than the crumpled bust of her 
dress. She stroked it over and over, making sure that it had not been 
damaged. 


Finally, she whispered in a dazed state, “I understand.” 


“As if an idiot could,” Dietfried said with a snort, yet the other was a poker- 
faced Auto-Memories Doll. No matter how much he hurt her, it would have 
no effect. That was what Dietfried had thought. 


“TI understood completely. I will avoid combat here as much as possible.” 
Alas, her voice sounded a little faint. 


Dietfried stared at Violet from the corners of his eyes. The brooch was 
indeed important to her. She was holding it down with both hands. She did 
not want anyone to touch it — that was what she was indicating. The two of 
them were speaking in an awfully low tone, but her timbre just now was as 
thin as the cry of a mosquito. 


Dietfried said with a somewhat softer voice, “Good that you get it. ’m 
indebted to the owner of this gallery. I’m gonna choose the best I can for 
her sake too.” 


“All right.” 


“Human lives are the priority, of course. But we’re not gonna fight in a 
stupid way.” 


Like a child, Violet nodded repeatedly. 


“You’ve only ever been doing body guarding, murders and military action, 
and that’s why you don’t understand. In the sea... In fleet battles, we fight to 
protect. Our way of thinking is different from those who fight to conquer.” 


“To protect...” 


“Tf you can’t put brakes on them at sea, the enemies go to land. The reason 
why Leidenschaftlich is called a military nation ain’t just the army’s 
achievement. I’ve... never taught you how to fight at sea, huh... For now, 
forget the method of destroying and taking control of everything. Learn 
from my ways.” 


“Understood.” 


Dietfried was inwardly surprised at the obedient reply. Rather, even more 
than this, he was surprised that he and the “beast” were able to have mutual 
comprehension. 


When she was in his hands, this beautiful Auto-Memories Doll was a “wild 
beast” that did not know how to speak, as well as a tool. An incontrollable 
beast, to boot. 


“Still, if that is how it is, please do not forget that your wellbeing is my top 
priority all the more. I shall fight to protect you, Captain. Please do not 
think of protecting me for Lord Gilbert’s sake. If necessity arises, I will not 
might if you use me as a shield. I can be replaced, but there is no substitute 
for you.” 


If, at that time... 

“This is also linked to protecting Lord Gilbert.” 
...1n that place... 

“Bye, Monster. This guy’s your next master.” 


...he had educated and guided her instead of letting her go, would she have 
grown up the same way? 


“Shut up.” 

Would she have thought like that? 
“Shut up, Monster.” 

He had never even thought about it. 


Another side of him immediately answered “no” to the self-questioning. 
Surely, a Violet Evergarden raised by Dietfried Bougainvillea would not 
have turned out like this. He might have at least taught her how to talk. 
They would have trouble communicating otherwise. He would have 
probably given her clothes and personal belongings for daily life. Bringing 
her along when walking around would look bad for him. 


However, when it came to whether or not he would have bestowed this girl 
with something that would be enveloped in her hands with utmost zeal... 


——TI see; so it’s the same color as Gilbert’s eyes. That brooch. 
...he would undeniably have not. 


Come to think of it, she was always following me around from behind 
‘cause she hated being alone. 





If there was anything he could have done for her, it was to at least fill up a 
coffin with flowers and leave it available for her. He did not intend for 
anything to happen, but he might have done that much. After all, if Violet 
had stayed beside Dietfried Bougainvillea, she would have surely died 
before him, for his sake. 


“We’re gonna do an act.” 

— Aah, Gilbert. 

“An act?” 

—I’m always late to realize how great you are. 


“That’s right. You’re the one who suggested it, so I’m gonna make you into 
a decoy.” 


—You’ve made that filthy beast into this. 
“Understood.” 
——yYou were able to change her like this. 


“First, take this... It’s late for that, but... you got any questions about a joint 
struggle with me?” 


As Dietfried asked, Violet responded with her neck tilted, “Why...? I do 
not.” 


For whatever reason, his former weapon would show scraps of emotion 
only at times like these. Just innocently, unaware that it was merciless of 
her. 


“Please use me correctly, Captain.” She smiled. 


Why had robbers attacked the Artemisia Gallery? 


There was a certain amount of history that led to such violence unfolding 
amidst everyday life. Firstly, it would be preferable to start with the time 
when a turning point happened in the life of the robbery’s main offender, 
but that would be rewinding too far. On to a brief explanation. 


This case was a crime committed by a habitual criminal. 


There were various reasons for people to rob, yet the advantage was but 
one. Earning compensation within a short period. Good citizens would be 
paid for their work, but thieves did not share this mentality. People received 
rewards through serving others. In order to gather a large sum, a long time 
and effort were necessary. Thieves abdicated from this. To achieve success, 
no matter in what land, a person had to be equipped with skills as a rule of 
thumb. 


If one could stop after doing it once, why did they do it countless times? 
There were people here and there who thought this about criminals. It was 
because, if they had succeeded once, they could do it again. They were 
instantly able to attain things that they would have to spend a long time out 
of their lives to earn. This was the arrival of an opportunity to do that. 


Once one got used to it, identifying opportunities was surprisingly easy. 


Supposing that there was someone who excelled at predicting people’s 
thoughts. The other person’s personality would be determined by the 
movements of their eyes, the way they breathed, their voice tone, the 
relationships of power in their background, their social position and other 
such things, so one would be able to deduce what kind of conduct should be 


taken in order to derive the “correct answer”. It seemed like magic at first 
glance, but it was no more than the result of someone continuously keeping 
watch on another person for many years. 


Since this was a strategy against individual matches, the robbers needed a 
Slightly better ability to grasp the environment. As they were walking 
around the city, they incidentally found out that a new gallery was going to 
open. The opening date was also announced. It appeared that there would 
be an event only for those concerned on the day before. 


No matter the establishment, dealing flawlessly with the inauguration of a 
new shop was difficult. Even if there were people in it who already had 
experience working in a gallery, but the use of their abilities to have control 
over such a situation and proceed with it smoothly was different. 
Employees would be in quite a panic on the day. If it was a members-only 
celebration day, there was no mistaking that the original state of the security 
that should be guarding the gallery would be insufficient. 


And so, the robbers had thought, “Aah, if you poke this place, it’ll surely 
crumble down.” 


They did not have any grudges in particular. They had simply judged that 
they could do it, thus undergoing the assault. The truth was merely that the 
Artemisia Gallery had been unlucky. 


How many hardships the owner had gone through until she was able to 
open the gallery, had she lived her life bowing her head to other people? 
How many artists were looking forward to seeing their work exhibited in 
the gallery? The feelings of such people could be trampled miserably at 
times. 


Not that many people paid any mind to weeds when walking. That was all. 
Except, this time, the Artemisia Gallery had been lucky about just one 
thing. 


“No good... Hum, excuse me...! She suddenly...!” 


A naval captain who loved art... 


“Ugh...” 


..and the woman who used to be called Leidenschaftlich’s War Maiden 
were amongst the hostages. 


The man who had caused a commotion and pleaded to one of the robbers in 
a panic raised both of his hands as a display of no resistance. He was a 
long-haired a man. His slightly curvy dark hair went past his shoulders. 
Right next to him was a woman holding her stomach and trembling. 


“What?” 

A few armed men gathered around them. 
“Tt seems her stomach hurts.” 

“Just a stomach ache? Leave it alone.” 


“You’re telling us to let her go to the bathroom? We still gotta watch these 
people. Besides, she’s a woman. If someone takes her to the toilet... Well, 
how much stuff did we get?” 


“We’ve piled most of the paintings in the carrier, but there’s still the 
ornaments. It’s still gonna take a while.” 


The robbers had a choice. The option to either silently let her suffer or 
kindly take her to the restroom. Beating only the men was likely one of 
their policies. They did not hesitate to make use of violence when needed, 
but when it was not, it was best to have as least animosity as possible in 
order to get through with things unobtrusively and quickly take the treasure. 
It seemed gentlemanly but was a self-righteous thinking. 


“What do we do? The Head is...” 


“The Head got in the car first. As if we can ask him stuff like this every 
single time it happens.” 


“Head” probably referred to the member worthy of being their chief. 


As the quiet exchanges continued in front of the agonizing woman, she 
finally lay down on the floor while still holding onto her stomach. The man 
who had appealed about her bad condition shook her shoulders, telling her 
to “hang in there”. 


As if she had received a signal, the woman raised her face slowly. Her 
gemstone-like blue eyes were visible through the gaps between her 
disheveled golden hair. She was covering her mouth, perhaps trying not to 
vomit. Even so, it was easy to tell that the woman’s looks were remarkably 
good. 


“Tt’s gonna take a while, huh. Besides, we’re gonna need the women later.” 


Her eyes locked with one of robber’s as though sucking him in. One would 
not understand the destructive power that having this woman look up at 
them from their feet with her eyes wet had, unless they witnessed it 
themselves. 


“Then, I guess it’s okay.” 


From the vulgar smile of the man who had said so, one could presume what 
his intentions were. As the woman was covering her mouth, the robber 
instructed her to stand up, pointing his gun at her, and then took her to the 
restroom. 


After that, the woman and the robber did not return for a while. Since there 
were no other people who mustered out the courage to say that they wanted 
to use the toilet, the period of their absence passed as if it were natural. In 
the meantime, the gallery’s exhibits were being carried one after another to 
cars with roof racks parked outside the establishment. The robbers were 
dressed as employees who worked with the transportation of goods, so even 
those walking down the street did not think there was anything strange 
about that work scene. 


Once they had finished relocating most of the merchandises, one of the cars 
left the gallery. The other one that remained parked was meant for the 
getaway of those who were keeping watch. With the artworks that had been 
collected for the sake of this day snatched away down to the last one, the 


gallery was bare. The owner, Artemisia, had all the while been suppressing 
her cries and shedding tears. 


Apparently, those thieves were quite the habitual criminals. They had 
threatened everyone with armed force upon entering the establishment, 
robbing people of any resistance, but after that, as long as everyone stayed 
still, they would do nothing but coldly keep control of the hostages, not 
even raising their voices. If people did as told, they would not lose their 
lives. That hope made the hostages obedient. Even though they were 
robbers, this seamless way of dealing with people was like that of artisans. 
They did not think of humans as humans. 


“Excuse me; I just... want to lend her a handkerchief. That’s all. The sleeves 
of her clothes are already soaked with tears. Can’t you allow just this 
much?” 


Hearing a voice from the back, Artemisia turned around. It came from one 
of the artists that she had invited over for today, whom she had known for 
quite some time. She was shaken by a sense of guilt that she had done 
something terrible to him as well. 


Their first meeting had started at a certain recreational facility, when she 
peeked from behind while he was painting a landscape. She did not know 
his occupation, but they kept in touch and she had him show her his art. It 
seemed he had always been drawing as a hobby. He told her that even most 
of the people who were close to him did not know he painted, and that he 
had truly only been doing it for himself. 


The busy man had weaved his way through spare time and the work he 
brought had swayed Artemisia’s senses. At first, he had hesitated at her 
request to put it on display, but then smiled like a boy and gave her his 
ready consent, looking happy. 


——Aah, God. Please give it back. Please give that fun time back to 
everyone. 


Artemisia was upset and vexed at the fact that the artworks were being 
stolen, but more than anything, it felt like the regret towards everyone who 


had been looking forward to this day would split her chest open. 
“Hey, he told you to use this.” 


He had lent a handkerchief to Artemisia through one of the robbers. 
Artemisia wiped her tears and managed to lock eyes with him somehow. 
She then mouthed a “thank you” to him without letting out her voice. 


The man smiled. But it was not the smile that Artemisia knew. He was 
different when he talked about art. She had shivers before she could think. 
His eyes were not smiling. 


(Teed 
. 


The man said something to Artemisia. As he had only moved his lips, 
Artemisia could not tell whether she had been able to read what he tried to 
convey. She could not, but most likely, he had said: 


“Tt’ll be over soon.” 
Eventually, the robbers started to create an atmosphere of evacuation at last. 


“Let’s take one person with us until we leave the harbor. Can be a woman 
or kid. Which do we choose?” 


“Woman it is.” 


“That guy was playing around with the woman we were planning to use for 
that, wasn’t he? What happened to him?” 


Assuming that they would finally be freed, the hostages started fidgeting. 
They had faced a disaster and the artworks that they had dedicated their 
lives to making had been stolen. This joyful day had been repainted into 
despair. But they were alive. That was the one and only bright side of today. 
They would not be able to maintain their rationality unless they comforted 
themselves with that. At any rate, they wanted to hurry and be liberated. 


Amongst them, there was a man who merely observed the robbers’ 
movements in silence all the while. It was the man who had been caring for 


a woman that had a stomachache, looking worried. Once the woman had 
been taken to the restroom, he became expressionless, as if he had lost 
interest in everything. Occasionally, there were moments when he even 
yawned in secret, as if he had grown sleepy. 


“Go call him. We could use that woman as hostage. She’s young, so she can 
come back walking if we throw her away on the street.” 


Hearing these words, the man let out his voice and laughed. By the looks of 
it, he had not intended to laugh, but wound up doing so. He put a hand to 
his mouth, but then shrugged and let the robbers see it. “Sorry, I didn’t 
mean to make fun of you. But trying to rape that thing, huh? No matter how 
many lives you have, it wouldn’t be enough.” 


“Hey, what’s with you...? Got a complaint or something...?” 


The man kept laughing, as though to say that the robbers’ threatening 
figures were even more comical. With her eyes, the owner, Artemisia, 
begged the man provoking the robbers to restrain himself, for she could not 
afford to lose not only the artworks that she had collected but also a guest 
that she had invited, yet the man closed one eye at that and replied, 
“Artemisia, it’s okay.” 


No one in this place knew his social status. Or his history. 


In the past, Dietfried Bougainvillea used to wield a weapon that could 
become the world’s best. It was now away from his grasp, but it was not as 
if their master-servant connection had been completely severed. The beast 
had a high level of loyalty, so although they had met by chance after a long 
time, her heart recognized it. That he was the one she had been following in 
the past — someone worth being served by her. Therefore, the beast would 
attend him to exhaustion. 


Only a limited number of people could handle the beast. The feeling that 
she had returned to his hands for now was somewhat strange. 


“She runs quick.” 


“Ha?” 
“That’s why it’s the end for you guys. My bad.” 
“Hey, shut this dude up.” 


As Dietfried had suddenly started talking, the robbers naturally had a 
doubtful reaction. 


“She’s as fast as a deer. And this is the city’s main street, so there are hotels 
nearby.” 


“So, what’re you saying?” 


“T left my bodyguards behind to come here today. They’re probably 
drinking at their room’s bar. There’re also guys among them who know that 
thing from the time when she was still by my side. I left my hair tie with 
her, so she should be able to convince them with that. I could predict that 
you’d take the things you stole to the port. It’s pretty difficult to get away 
from pursuers on land when you make such a mess in the center of this city. 
It’s harder to be tracked using the sea route than the land route, right? But 
the sea route doesn’t work against me. It looks like one vehicle left a while 
ago, but it’s over by the point they reach the port. You’ll probably go 
outside now, but if you’re thinking about taking someone along as a 
hostage, you’d better drop it. Many of my subordinates are hot-blooded. If 
you rouse them up like that, they’ll probably get too excited. If that 
happens, you’re the ones who’ll be getting the short end of the stick. No 
matter how many dead bodies fall down, we can deal with it all we want in 
the aftermath. We’ll need to get the stories straight, but today’s hostages 
will surely choose to cooperate with me. Having people trample on the 
proof of a life that you’ve lived with all your might is painful for anyone.” 


The eloquent man did not run out of breath even when speaking nonstop in 
such a situation. However, this majestic aspect of him was reflected in 
others’ eyes as dreadful and similar to madness. 


The robbers abruptly realized that all the hostages were looking far behind 
them. They felt that there was something behind them. It was like a ghost, 


hiding even its flame of life, simply waiting for the orders of its lord. 


Outside the windows of the gallery, they could hear the sounds of someone 
fighting from around the area where the car was parked. Simultaneously, 
they could hear a faint breathing just behind them. 


The respiration of a woman who was out of breath from running loomed 
over their ears. 


“Do it, Violet.” Dietfried raised his thumb and made a swift throat-cutting 
gesture. 


While watching his doll render the robbers unconscious with a strength as 
overwhelming as a monster eating people, Dietfried reminisced to the past. 


—Everything goes around. 


He recalled the time when the two of them were stuck in that isolated 
island. 


The beast had been scared when the rescue fleet arrived. So had Dietfried. 
He would not be able to bear it if more of his comrades were murdered. 
Hence, he had taken the beast’s hand and guided her to the outside world. In 
his perception, it was the same as taking the reins. 


There were no reins anymore now. No need for him to pull her by the hand 
when walking, either. There was nothing between them. 


Not love, passion, attachment, desire, anything. 
“Captain.” 

There was nothing, but one thing was for certain. 
“Captain Bougainvillea.” 


If he called for her, this Auto-Memories Doll would most likely go to the 
ends of the world to save him. That was her nature. 


“T have just returned. Are you unharmed?” 


At that moment, the beast was well aware that he had called her name for 
the very first time. Her eyes were crinkling. 


“Yeah.” 


Just this much compensation was enough to make the beast smile. 


After a little while passed, Leidenschaftlich was embraced by the gentleness 
of the night. 


Summer constellations were decorating the jet-black sky. Just as sunny as it 
was during daytime, the night sky was twinkling so brightly this evening 
that it could be called a banquet of stars. The day was about to end in 
Leidenschaftlich. Today was filled with chaos ever since morning. 


While being observed by gathered-up onlookers, the arrest drama that had 
unfolded in front of the Artemisia Gallery was already coming to a 
conclusion, its many procedures and processing passed over to the military 
police. Seeing the stolen artworks safely re-delivered to Artemisia, Dietfried 
took a breather. His gaze then fleetingly drifted to the side. A dirtied 
ceramic doll was standing there. A woman beautiful enough to look like 
such, who shone amidst the night, was standing there. He had to say 
something to her. As one would expect, he should do that at least now. But 
he could not think of anything. 





“You did well”. “That wasnt too bad”. “Good work”. “I commend 
you”... Which one? 


Inside his head, words were being conceived and then disappearing. Just 
like the dreams that the sleeping children all around Leidenschaftlich were 
surely seeing right now. They were born and then vanished. 


At last, he attempted to open his mouth, “Aren’t you cold?” 


“Tt is summer, after all.” 


And ended up talking to her like a man who was unused to inviting women 
out. 


Violet Evergarden, who had been fighting reasonably and in order to 
protect, was still by Dietfried’s side. It was fitting to say that she had been 
today’s most meritorious person. The one who had come up with the idea of 
the arrest operation was Dietfried, but the one who had done all the work 
for it was Violet. 


First, she had put up the woman-with-a-stomachache act and gone with one 
of the robbers to the restroom. She had then quietly strangled the neck of 
the man who had reached a hand to her shoulder with her mechanical 
prosthetic arms, making him pass out. 


She had broken out and escaped through the restroom’s window. Rather 
than going to the military police, she had gone to the hotel that Dietfried 
instructed her to and notified the naval soldiers, who were enjoying 
cigarettes and drinks in a room on the top floor, of the circumstances. One 
of the soldiers, who happened to know her, had been frightened at first, but 
upon seeing that she had been entrusted with Dietfried’s ribbon, his facial 
expression changed and he contacted the military police, then informed the 
port’s security to reinforce their inspections. 


Without waiting for them to get ready, she had immediately run back to the 
Artemisia Gallery and infiltrated it through the same route. A few of the 
robbers, who had the bad luck of spotting her, fell to the ground with one 
kick or punch to the abdomen, and so, she had finally returned. As Violet 
stood behind the remaining robbers while catching her breath, the hostages 
stared as if she were their safety, but Dietfried was sneering as he looked at 
her. 


Just as ordered, she had saved Dietfried without damaging a single artwork. 
“About what happened...” 


“Tt will probably be best not to tell Lord Gilbert. He would worry.” 


Upon seeing the last artwork be brought in, Violet took the trolley bag that 
lay by her feet. She likely intended to go home by herself. 


After making her do so much, something similar to guilt was now sprouting 
within Dietfried. He wound up acknowledging that she, too, was important 
to someone. That was what he thought after the battle, when he saw Violet 
stroking her emerald brooch as if to confirm that it was there. 


Even though she used to be a wild beast whom no one would mourn if she 
died. 


— Aah, that’s an excuse. It’ll be nothing but an excuse. If so, then I don’t 
wanna say it. 


Back then, when she was by Dietfried’s side, every single day was filled 
with madness on all accounts. They used to roam around battlefields, 
fighting from dawn to dusk, growing too accustomed to violence. The war 
then ended, peace had returned, and he realized that an era in which he 
could even make art was arriving. That those times were abnormal and the 
way he felt now was the default. 


“T’ll take you home.” 


“No need. Your escorts must be waiting, so please, feel free to take your 
leave, Captain.” 


“Tt’s fine; just this time. I’1l take you home.” 
“No need.” 

“T’ll take you. Listen up, this is an order.” 

“T cannot accept your command.” 


“You little... You were taking action like I instructed you to just a while 
ago.” 


“Because it was a State of emergency... Besides, Captain Dietfried, it would 
be reasonable if I were to take you home, but the opposite is illogical.” 


“What’re you talking about? You’re a woman, aren’t you?” 


“A woman”. Finding himself asserting this with his own mouth, Dietfried 
regretted it even more. 


The corner of Violet’s lips had a cut and blood was coming out of it. Her 
ribbon-tie dress was drenched in sweat. Even those who did not sweat much 
would be like this after such a huge scuffle during summertime. 


“T’m calling a carriage. It’s all right; just wait right there. ’ll see you off 
until you get inside the Evergarden house. And then it’s goodbye. We’ll 
never see each other again. No matter what you and Gil become, we’ll 
never see each other again.” 


What he had done today to this woman, who had become fully able to 
accept someone’s love, was not something that a son of the Bougainvillea 
should ever do to a lady. 


After they had hopped into the carriage, a moment of silence went on for a 
while. 


——TIs it okay for her to keep such an open secret even though those two are 
a couple? 


Dietfried found himself accidentally concerned about his younger brother’s 
love life. After all, this situation might be a betrayal to his dearest brother. 
Gilbert had completely forgiven Dietfried. For pushing the headship 
succession onto him. For not having any consideration for their family. For 
forcing an indescribable wild beast onto him. He had forgiven everything. 


Thinking back, the only time that he attempted to push Dietfried away, 
saying he would not forgive him, had been when Dietfried offered Violet to 
him. He had called it “human trafficking”. Told Dietfried not to be violent 
with a child. 


Most likely, those two were each other’s only exception from the very 
beginning. There was probably no pardoning what Dietfried had done to 
Violet today. Gilbert would forgive most things. Save for matters related to 


the one and only thing that was most important to him. Being hated by a 
loved one. This could cast a shadow over anyone’s heart, regardless of how 
old they were. 


“Tt is all right.” The voice that cut through the silence was thrown at him as 
if to soothe him down. The words sounded almost as if she had perceived 
Dietfried’s uneasiness. “If, by any chance... word ends up reaching him 
through someone else about this case, I will definitely defend you, Captain 
Dietfried.” 


““Defend’, you say?” 


“To tell the truth, I often get involved in large-scale incidents without Major 
knowing. But I return without fail. To Leidenschaftlich. I will return today 
as well. Therefore, we are all right.” 


“What do you do out there?” 


“We were separated for much too long. Therefore, we have many moments 
that the other does not know about in the first place. Perhaps even now, too. 
I have work to do and so does he. We have limited time to see each other. 
However, I will definitely always return to Major. He knows this as well. 
Even when we are apart, that person is the only one who occupies my mind. 
I am not sure if I convey it to him properly, but that is how it is.” 


Her statements were something that would normally make him burst into 
laughter, but Dietfried was unable to do so. 


—When did you become like that? 

Dietfried hated Violet. Several factors had induced his emotions to it. 
Now you can correspond to someone’s love. 

He saw himself overlap with her. Her subservience to adults and the way 


that she herself wanted it disgusted him. He despised the wild beast that did 
not yearn for freedom. Despised the fact that she had been trained by 


someone to be this way. Despised everything. To begin with, Dietfried did 
not have many things that he liked. 


Even the number of people who could become kind had a limit. 


The truth was that, even if he wanted to be kind, it was no longer possible. 
He had prayed to God for it countless times in the past. However, unable to 
achieve this, aman named Dietfried Bougainvillea existed. 


—O God, I want to, he begged a certain Someone in his mind for the first 
in a long time. Perhaps since his childhood. 


Still, this sort of being did not give any reply to calls. Even now, he had no 
idea if his plea had reached Him. It was certainly impossible. His and 


Violet’s stars were in a position that would not radically change. 


Nevertheless, for some reason, he had the overwhelming desire to ask 
someone for forgiveness today. 


—I wanna go back. 
Not even he knew where to. 


——Hurry and be over, this day, today and the time I have to spend with 
her. 


He was not annoyed. 
—O God, I want to... 
But painfully miserable. 
“Captain.” 


The carriage ran amongst trees dyed in the darkness of the night. A cool 
voice echoed amidst them. 


Violet was looking at the scenery outside. She was observing the moon, 
which chased after them, no matter how far, far apart they were. 


The moon was something that would continue to exist forever. Unlike 
stories. Regardless of whether Dietfried concerned himself with it, 
everything about his story would come to a closing one day as well. Demise 
would arrive even to the things that he did not wish to ever be over. Even 
the feelings he had now would end. 


“How was I today?” 
“What?” 
“Did my work earn your satisfaction today?” 


Dietfried could not read the intentions behind Violet’s question at all. She 
was someone whose emotions he could not read in the first place, but it was 
even harder to understand the meaning of that sentence. 


“What do you want to say?” 
Silence. 
“Hey, just say it straight. Don’t be dodgy with me.” 


“All right,” the cool voice entered his ears once more. Such coldness 
resembled the night, but it never left his ears, easy as it was to catch. 


Violet turned her neck and cast her gaze at him. Slowly, blue and green eyes 
blended with each other. 
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Bathed in moonlight, she was simply, purely beautiful, enough to take 
Dietfried’s breath away. 


“When I was with you, Lord Dietfried, my work was never satisfactory. 
Now that I became an adult, have I finally been able to repay my debt... 
with my work?” 


“What d’you mean by ‘debt’?” 


His voice was hoarse. He suddenly felt as if this icy woman had robbed his 
entire body of its heat. The inside of his mouth was extremely dry. 


“T mean everything. It all started when you brought me from that island. I 
am the way I am now because you entrusted me to Ma... to Lord Gilbert.” 


“Tf you’d stayed with me, probably nothing good would’ve happened.” 
“How would I be if I had continued to serve you?” 


These words became a bullet and pierced Dietfried’s heart. He felt as if his 
breathing would stop at the unexpected question. Things had been like that 
since the distant past. Dietfried would reconfirm time and time again that 
she was a woman who could have become a lethal weapon for him. 


“So you also imagine a hypothesis... of ‘what if’,” her exquisitely cold 
voice rang within the darkness. Upon being asked, “You too?”, Violet 
nodded. 


That was his line, Dietfried thought, but Violet then sent his gemstone eyes 
a dream-like gaze. His existence might be devoid of realism to her. 


Violet began to whisper. If only she had disobeyed that order back then. If 
only she had rushed to him a step faster at that time. 


“Back then, if”. “Back then, if”. “Back then, if”. 


She could not bring myself not to think that, if only she had had this extra 
step, he would not have lost that emerald eye. 


“Besides, I wonder... if I had managed to protect him back then...” 


She had to let go of her most beloved lord’s hand and was entrusted to 
someone else as if she had been thrown away. 


“_..1 would not have had to spend that time away from Major.” 


Thinking back, she had always been abandoned and then picked up by 
somebody. She should have been used to it. That was the star she had been 


born under. 


She was originally a foreign body to this world and was supposed to have 
been eliminated. Her destiny had also flowed in this way. The reason why 
Violet had rebelled against her sectioned path, despite having been tamely 
submitting herself to it, was that the other was special. 

—TI also threw her away. 


He had thrown his home away. Thrown away his little brother, who cried in 
protest. And thrown away this beast. 


“T also wonder what would have happened if you had not left me with 
Major.” 


This woman. 


“But all of these are akin to dreams, crossing my mind and fading away. 
After passing through countless ‘if’s, I...” 


He had pushed this woman onto his brother and forsaken her. Looking at 
her made him sick. He was also scared of her. Most importantly, he would 


have stopped being himself. This terrified him. 


“And now, I have become an Auto-Memories Doll and am spending a night 
with you.” 


This woman possessed an element that transmuted people. 


“Y’know, you’ll be alone one day. You’re the one who’s got the longer 
lifespan, aren’t you?” 


Violet closed her eyes at those words. If she had pictured numerous “if’’s, 
this would obviously come to mind as well. 


“T do not know.” 


“Tf that happens, what’re you gonna do?” 


“T do not know. But are you not the same as me when it comes to this? You 
love him, right?” 


“T’m... I’m the older one. I’ll be gone sooner.” 


“No one knows about that. But... if, one day... I do become alone... if I am 
left living by myself... my order will still be valid. I will probably live on.” 


If she ended up living by herself, this supposition was the cruelest of things 
to the beast. Just what did he want to do by making her say this now? 


Thinking back, ever since they had first met, he had not known how to deal 
with her. Should he have protected her? Killed her? Protected? Killed? Or 
perhaps... 


“That is why I write letters every day. Even if they do not reach him, I write 
letters to Major every single day.” 


Silence. 

“Captain, what will you do?” 

“Me, huh? I... let’s see. Paint, I guess.” 
“A painting or Major?” 

“That’s right.” 

“May I go see it?” 


To Dietfried Bougainvillea, this wild beast was both a woman and a 
monster from the very beginning. She was now as far-off as a dream. 


“You’re the only one of my relatives who knows I paint. Do whatever you 
want.” 


—O God, I want to be a good person. 


Chapter 3 


No one would imagine that a single drop could be the start of something so 
big. However, it would earn itself great meaning after a while passed. 
Should it continue pouring, it could also summon boundless blessings and 
curses. 


Love was almost like rain. 
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That one was a rain of betrayal. 


It started with a calm morning, the sky unfolding without any hints of being 
enshrouded in dark clouds. Regardless, it did not take too long for the 
capricious rain brought by the heavens to turn into a downpour rarely seen 
in recent years. 


There was no longer any sign of the rain that had started to fall like gentle 
kisses from paradise on the black hats of gentlemen walking around town, 
over the backs of cats dozing under the sun or onto the cheeks of children 
who opened their mouths and burst into laughter. The current season was 
the end of summer, and it was raining for the first in a long while in 
Leidenschaftlich, where the skies were constantly clear in summer, but had 
the god that controlled weather gone crazy? With time, as if a bucket had 
turned over, the city was hit by a flood. 


This story is about an uneventful day, which did nothing but pass, in the 
lives of people who worked at a certain postal company. 


The rain and wind struck the entire building as if attacking it. The doorbell 
rang loudly because of this, a man standing in place and staring at it with 
unease. 


Creak-creak, the door moved. Ring-ring, the bell resounded. Since it was 
ringing despite there being no customers, he had become concerned and 
found himself coming down from his residence in the top floor. 


In the previous year, the building had been shot with rocket artillery, and 
not only had it earned an enormous hole but a fire had also occurred — 
however, thanks to the quick skills of workmen, the hole was now closed 
and the walls had been neatly rebuilt. 


The man was a stylish redhead. He was the president of this company, 
which he had named after himself. 


Claudia Hodgins had been left all alone in the empty postal office. Still, it 
was normal for him to be there, as it was both his home and workplace. 
However, since he was by himself at a time that would usually still be 
within business hours, no matter what, he looked like he had been 
abandoned. 


The postal office had been in great turmoil because of the storm. Surely, so 
had its peers. With the deliveries stagnated, complaints were coming from 
the clients. Nevertheless, the transportation was not carried out by machines 
devoid of feelings. It was something done by humans, who had been given 
birth to by someone and who had families waiting for them when they 
returned home. In lieu of the unpreceded disaster, as the president, he had 
notified all employees that business would be closed for today. 


To begin with, the customers had stopped coming in the middle of the day. 
If he had to say so himself, this might be the expected. Deliberately going 
outside amidst such strong wind and torrential rain was an act of sheer 
madness. 


Curious about what was going on outside, Hodgins had approached the 
entrance from the side. He felt like attempting to open the large doors just a 
little. He wanted to see how inundated the ground was. Just when he slow 


and carefully reached a hand towards it, the door opened with force despite 
him not doing anything. 


“Ow |? 


“Oh, my bad. More importantly, we’re screwed; it’s just impossible, Old 
Man!” 


Hodgins was teary-eyed as his precious nose took a hit. He was lightheaded 
for an instant due to the pain, but soon regained consciousness. After all, 
one of his employees had come back dripping-wet. Hodgins pulled him — 
whole body wrapped in rain gear — by the arm, bringing him inside and 
closing the door. Although it was only open for a few seconds, the entrance 
was already drenched. 


The visitor took off the hood over his head, allowing his face to be seen. He 
was a splendidly handsome and fine man of sky-blue eyes and sandy-blond 
hair. 


“Benedict...!” 


Benedict Blue. One of the postal company’s postmen, who had been 
working in it ever since its founding. 


“It’s impossible — actually, it’s absurd! Working under this rain is absurd! I 
look like I’m in the bath already. I wouldn’t have come here if I weren’t 
soaked... Making the staff pull out was the right choice,” Benedict said as if 
angry-yelling, shaking his head in the same way that a dog or cat would and 
splattering water splashes at Hodgins. 


This wetted most of Hodgins’s shirt and face, but he was unable to 
reprimand his employee, who had been doing strenuous effort. He accepted 
it in resignation, wiping Benedict’s face with the sleeve of his shirt. “Okay, 
Stay put.” 


“Uoh, what’s with you? Stop.” 


“Welcome home. I was worried. Good thing you’re all right.” 


“O-Oh. What, hum... I’m back... You were worried about me?” 


“Of course,” Hodgins said, to which Benedict turned away with an 
obviously embarrassed attitude after a moment of bewilderment. 


Outside, vases and planters that may have been at the eaves of people’s 
houses, as well as shop signs, had been turning into weapons for a while 
now, dancing around the city along with the wind. Managing to come back 
unharmed and safely amidst this weather, where one could not know what 
would come flying their way, was something to be happy about. 


“T’m just fine. This job’s easier than running around shooting guns. 
Anyway, I was left with the letters and packages of a guy who fell from his 
motorcycle and came back by myself. Was best to do that, right?” 


“Aah, so someone got hurt?” 


“That newbie, Clark. But he only scrapped his knees. He fell lots of times 
when he was learning how to ride, but for real, it’s surprisingly depressing 
when you fall off other than during practice. He was crying, y’see.” 


“Aah~.” 


Knowing who the person in question was, Hodgins pitied him. He was the 
youngest postman to join the company as of late. It was difficult to find 
human resources for postmen as they were quick to quit. 


“He’s young, after all...” 


“You call him young but... he’s already a grown man. I wonder if he ain’t 
lying to us about his age... I thought he was a baby or something.” 


“You can’t compare him to a city boy fresh from the battlefield like 
yourself. I’m gonna get you a towel and a change of clothes now, so don’t 
move from there.” 


“Why?” 


“You’d wet the floor. Don’t tell me to go around cleaning up where you 
walked.” 


“Clean it up,” he said while laughing, to which Hodgins’s shoulders 
slumped. He was a reliable companion, but also a young man who knew not 
how to show respect for his elders. 


—Well, guess I’m a so-called doting parent for thinking that’s cute — no, 
doting boss. 


Anyhow, they needed towels, Hodgins thought as he went back to his room. 
He grabbed a few large towels and held a pair of trousers and shirt that 
Benedict would apparently fit into under his arm. Then returned to the 
ground floor. By the time he did so, the number of people had increased. 


“Uwah... Amazing, it’s like squeezing a rag.” 


There were three more other than Benedict. If they were to be separated by 
types, one of them had evacuated after receiving a report of work, one had 
evacuated after finishing work, and one had been ordered to clock out, but 
all had come back halfway through, as their bodies were about to be blown 
off by the overwhelming storm. 


“Please stop.” There was Violet Evergarden, whose golden hair was in 
Benedict’s grasp. 


“Why? You said your hair was wet.” 


“You just want to touch Violet’s hair, Benedict. Isn’t that right?” Lux Sibyl, 
who had given up on wiping her glasses and was glaring at the empty space. 


“That’s not it. Don’t say weird stuff, Lux.” 


“You knooow, my hair’s just as long as Violet’s.” And Cattleya Baudelaire, 
who scowled at Benedict with her arms crossed. 


The members who had been there ever since the founding were Violet, 
Cattleya and Benedict, but Lux, having joined midway, was now a skillful 
secretary who covered up the schedule of the employees and president and 


moved them around like chess pieces. As the four people whose ages were 
close to each other’s came together, the conversation naturally livened up. 


“You—You’re that kinda thing. If I touch you in a place like this, it’d be 
that kinda thing. This is our workplace, so there’s all that kinda thing. 
Morally speaking, it’s that kinda thing.” 


“What do you mean ‘morally speaking’ ?!” 


“T wish you wouldn’t say those things even if you think about them. Right, 
Violet?” 


“Public morals’...? Benedict, what am I from your point of view?” 
“V, you’re like a little sister to me... Aah, Old Man, gimme another towel.” 


It was a terribly joyful thing that the company’s young aces had returned to 
it safe and sound. 


“Everyone, don’t move from that spot no matter what. Hey, Cattleya! Don’t 
move!” 


However, wiping all the water off the bodies of those four turned out to be a 
bone-breaking work. 


Out of kindness, Hodgins invited the four people who had gathered up at 
the postal company to his residence in the top floor. 


The whole floor was his apartment, thus it was quite large. A family of five 
could live comfortably in it. The furnishings were arranged in wooden 
items and serene shades of dark brown and green. It was a relaxed, adult 
atmosphere, where was nothing particularly funny. It had a faint scent of the 
perfume that Hodgins always wore. 


The invited four let out sighs of relief. The biggest reason for it, although 
there was also the fact that this was Hodgins’s apartment, was that they 
were able to escape the horrible situation outdoors. With the exception of 
Lux, three of them were tough enough to take part in the act of physically 


crushing other postal companies, but human beings could not win against 
natural disasters. 


“Hey, what do we do? We can’t go home anymore, can we?” 
“There’s nothing we can do. We got no choice but stay in Old Man’s place.” 


“First time something like this happens, huh. But we’re all together, so... 
might be imprudent of me to say this, but... it’s a bit fun. Violet, are you 
worried about your home?” 


“Yes, about the flowerbeds.” 
“You should say ‘about the people back home’, V.” 


“The two went on a trip, so they are away. I promised that I would take care 
of the flowers in their absence, which is why... I am worried about the 
flowerbeds. Besides, if that house were to be destroyed by this storm, this 
place would meet its end much sooner... We have little time left to live.” 


“Don’t go from talking about your family to destroying the company, Little 
Violet. Hey, hey, everyone, you’ll catch a cold so get changed first. Put the 
towels in the laundry basket. Benedict, don’t throw the towels wherever!” 


As told by Hodgins, the employees firstly decided to change their clothes. 


Violet and Cattleya had just returned from a work trip of two days and one 
night, thus they had a change of nightclothes in their bags, but Benedict and 
Lux did not. Although there was a height difference between them, Hodgins 
had no issues with lending clothes to Benedict, who was also a man, but 
there was a need for careful selection when it came to Lux. 


“Shirt... shirt, shirt; all I have is shirts.” 
“Hum, President, I’m fine with anything.” 


“Eeh... that okay?” 


As a result, the boy and girl came into the scene wearing baggy clothes. 
Benedict looked almost the same as when he and Hodgins first met. When 
he was left to chance completely naked in a desert, he had borrowed a shirt 
and trousers just as he was doing now. He seemed pleased with it, 
however... 


“Feels kinda naughty...” 
...the problem was Lux. 


“Benedict’s fine, but maybe it won’t do for Little Lux? Is this okay?” 
Hodgins asked everyone with a meek face. 


They all had at last settled down, each seated in a place of their preference 
while sipping tea. The employees were relaxing as if they were in their own 
homes. Contrary to the peaceful state of the situation inside, there was still a 
sound of rain hitting the windows and a troubled noise of something 
colliding against the building outside. 


“What is ‘okay’ supposed to mean?” Sitting on the sofa, Violet tilted her 
head. Being comfortably dressed in a dusty-pink nightwear gave her usually 
disciplined self a slightly soft and gentle air. 


“Little Violet.” 
“Yes.” 
“Your nightgown is cute, huh.” 


“The people from the household bought it for me. Well, what is ‘okay’ 
supposed to mean? Was there any problem?” 


“Little Lux’s clothes.” 


For whatever reason, they had the person in question standing in the center 
of the room. With everyone’s eyes on her, she seemed uneasy. 


“Hum... why do I have to stand in the middle?” 


“Little Lux, stay like that and don’t move.” 

“All right.” 

“What is wrong with Lux’s look? You mean to say it lacks adornment?” 
“Why would that be the case, Little Violet?” 


“You are the one who chooses attires for us Dolls and you have 
particularities regarding the clothing and accessories, so I concluded that 
you might deem the plain shirt as not enough.” 


“No, no.” Hodgins flailed both hands. The things he was saying had a moral 
value to them, out of fear that her outfit was perhaps vulgar. 


Benedict had dealt with it by securing her trousers with a belt, but as Lux 
had too thin a waist, the outcome was the belt falling off. In short, she was 
not wearing pants. Inevitably, she was dressed in nothing but a shirt. 
However, her short stature fortunately made it look like a shirt-dress. 


As Hodgins explained his concern, everyone said, “I see.” 
Showered with their stares more and more, Lux began to blush. 


“Tt gives off a dangerous feeling when you think she ain’t wearing any, but 
on second thought, isn’t that the same for skirts? There’s actually an open 
hole in them, but it’s not visible, so they’re classified as clothes. No big 
deal, is it?” Benedict had been standing with his back against the wall just a 
moment ago, yet had suddenly drawn close to her and started examining her 
fixatedly. 

“Don’t say ‘not wearing any’!” 

“Well, I mean, you really ain’t wearing any... but that’s okay. No biggie. 
You’re probably not an option for Old Man, so no worries. Right?” 


“That’s rude!” 


“I’m saying you don’t need to worry about that kinda thing... Should I take 
mine off, then? I see; I’m fine with it. I'll be the same as you. That all right? 
I’m gonna take it off.” 


“Stop, stop, stop!” As Benedict put a hand to his belt while laughing, Lux 
repeatedly hit his chest with her fists to stop him. Lux was red up to her 
ears. “I can’t take this anymore! Violet! Take Benedict to over there!” 


“Understood.” 


“Owowowow, V, ouch, that’s not it; it was the Old Man who said weird 
stuff first. We’re friends, so I was showing that she doesn’t have to get hung 
up over something like...” 


Caught in Violet’s arms, Benedict obediently sat on the sofa. Perhaps in 
order not to allow him to escape, she gripped his hands and sat next to him. 


Cattleya cut through the silence, “The tea is delicious.” She was scattered 
over the bed. She must have been tired from returning from the Doll 
business trip. Her eyes were downcast. She might be sleepy. 


“Cattleya, do you not have any comments to make? I want to hear lots of 
opinions.” 


“Eeeh, me?” Cattleya joined the needless debate as if it were a bother. 
“Hmmm... if someone were making her wear this because it’s their taste, 
it'd be gross indeed, but there’s no other clothes for her... It’d also be 
horrible to leave her with just a towel wrap, so I think it’s valid. Speaking of 
which, President...” 


“Hm?” 


“You’re saying that even though you pick open-chested clothes for my Doll 
outfits? And the times you were choosing Doll attires for me, y’knooow, 
you were never so considerate to say ‘not this, not this either’ when 
discussing it with the people from the made-to-order store...” 


Her manner of speech was somewhat thormy, but Hodgins did not make 
much out of it. “That’s because they look good on you.” Rather, he said 
decisively, with an earnest gaze and excessive confidence, “Because they 
look good on you. Is my judgement wrong?” 


“E-Eh?” Being replied to so unapologetically, Cattleya’s reasoning jumbled 
up, to the point she found herself wondering if she was the one in the 
wrong. 


The Doll outfit that Cattleya usually wore was composed mainly of a 
crimson dress-coat, so there was no mistaking that one could not wear it 
unless the person was remarkably stylish. In addition, there was also no 
doubt that it was lascivious. Whoever looked at her would find their line of 
sight momentarily going to her chest. Still, whoever looked at her would 
remember the woman named Cattleya Baudelaire at once. 


“No... it’s not like your choices are wrong... but I only forgive you because 
you’re the boss. I was shocked when you first showed me that outfit! I 
didn’t use to wear something like that before.” 


“Well, but y’see, an hourglass-shaped person looks more slender when the 
area around their collarbone is exposed, and it’s pretty.” 


An evident question mark floated above Violet’s head at the unfamiliar 
word. Benedict pointed a finger at the tea set arranged on the nearby table. 
An hourglass used to measure the time it took to steam the tealeaves was 
lying there. Perhaps finding the similarity between it and a plump chest and 
dainty hips, Violet nodded as if convinced. 


“You’ve got an hourglass-shaped figure with that slim waist, so I gave you 
a coat-dress that puts this on display. You can adjust it with the ribbon, so 
it’s not a pain, right? It has a wonderful line in mathematical terms, 
y’ know? Plus, you also have a cheerful character, so it doesn’t look vulgar. 
That’s important. It means that outfit takes into consideration even the 
personality of the one wearing it. And the owner of that made-to-order store 
is famous not just in this country but abroad. The outfits of our Dolls are on 
a whole different level in comparison to other companies, aren’t they?” 


“Y-Yeah.” 
“T don’t want to bring this up, but they’re very expensive.” 


“Eh, ?’m sorry. S-Should I pay you back? Either that or you can dock my 
salary...” 


“No, you’re my Doll, after all. Nobody waters a flower to get money off it, 
right? It’s fine, Cattleya. Just stay pretty. It’s exactly because I have 
obsessions over clothes that I don’t want to make a girl look vulgar. And it’s 
exactly because I like girls that I want to have them shine wonderfully. 
That’s also why I have a few complaints about Little Lux’s usual plain 
clothes, though...” 


“T don’t know why you decided to run a mail service, President, but I accept 
that passion of yours. I’ll wear those clothes with care. But, President, I’m 
doing my best, so I want a new outfit. A cute one.” 


Listening to the conversation of the two in silence, perhaps tired of going 
along with her superior, Lux looked at Violet and Benedict’s direction with 
a gaze that quietly asked for help. There was a gap on the sofa that seemed 
enough for one person to sit. Having locked eyes with her, Violet told 
Benedict to scoot over after a brief moment and patted the open spot. Lux 
sat next to them, looking happy. 


“Violet, what’re you drinking?” Lux peeked at the teacup that Violet was 
holding. 


“T wonder. I took the tealeaves that were in the kitchen. I do not know what 
type of tea it is.” 


“Darjeeling.” 
“Benedict, how did you know?” 


“Cause that guy likes Darjeeling. All the tea cans he has are nothing but 
that.” 


“Guess I’m gonna drink that too; my body got cold from the long time 
under the rain.” 


“Heeey, the three of you who ended the talk before we noticed! Listen to 
what I have to say.” Hodgins put his hands on his hips, pretending to be 


angry. 


“We were deviating from the main subject. We deemed that it was not a 
necessary conversation and took action prioritizing Lux’s rest,” Violet 
expressed with a clear voice tone. 


“Besides, this talk’s about bedroom wear, ain’t it?” Benedict added a two- 
fold retort. The blond, blue-eyed duo that looked like siblings stared at 
Hodgins with questioning eyes. 


“Ugh, I comply with you two no matter what you say when you both look 
at me at the same time, so cut it out. But I’m not giving up. I think she 
needs one more article of clothing.” 


“Hum... President, I’m okay with this. I’m already thankful that I could 
borrow your clothes. Besides, when you make such a big fuss about it, 
things that weren’t lewd in the first place start to seem lewd, so to say,” Lux 
said, wanting to end this topic as fast as possible. 


“The solution has come to me. Wouldn’t it be best if I took the shirt and 
trousers and had Lux wear this nightgown?” 


However, Violet wound up rewinding it. 
— Violet! 
Lux hit Violet repeatedly in her mind. 


“Ah~, that’s right. If that’s the case, I can do it too. But maybe my 
nightgown is too big? It’s a negligee just like Violet’s. The shoulder length 
might be the problem for this one...” 


“Old Man, you gonna die if you don’t obsess over the stuff we wear? You 
ain’t. Give up.” 


“No way. Days like this one don’t come by. All five of us are trapped in the 
company and we can’t get out. You’ve got no choice but stay here in my 
house, right? We’re having the best of parties, a pajama party. I want it to be 
a good one. But I can’t enjoy it when I’m worrying over Little Lux’s 
clothes.” 


Benedict contemplated a reply to Hodgins’s words for a few seconds, but 
soon stopped. He was probably tired. He looked Violet’s way and asked, 
“Hey, you not hungry? I’m gonna take a look at the kitchen. 


“Hey, don’t ignore me.” As Benedict stood up, Hodgins chased after him. 


“Benedict’s gonna make something? Yay! You guys probably don’t know 
this, but he’s good at cooking.” Cattleya lined up behind them. 


“T didn’t say I was gonna make anything, though... Well, if you’re hungry, I 
can do it.” 


“IT shall assist you.” Violet raised her arms, rolling up her sleeves. Her 
prosthetics made a creaking noise. 


“V, you can cook?” 


“To some extent. In the military, I used to make preparations for the 
cooking. Mrs. Evergarden... Lady Tiffany also trained me on it. 


“M-Me too... I can peel the potatoes, and stuff.” Lux hastily went after 
everyone. In a trail, a big move to the kitchen began to take place. 


“Lux. You don’t usually cook, do you? I can already tell by just that 
statement. I’Il teach you.” 


“Most things get solved just by peeling the potatoes... Benedict, you’re 
making fun of me, aren’t you?” 


“Am not, Potato Demigod.” 


“Violet, Benedict insulted me!” 


“Benedict.” 


“Owowow! V—! Don’t poke my sides! A hit from those crazy-ass 
prosthetics of yours ain’t no cutesy way to poke anyone! It just hurts like it 
normally would!” 


In the end, Hodgins was able to find a light feather-print sweater in his 
closet and gave it to Lux. As she put it on, with her short stature, its length 
became the same as that of a long cardigan, which Hodgins was awfully 
pleased with for how adorable it was. 


The madder-red sky was not visible at dusk, the outside morphing into 
evening with no changes in the rainy weather. 


Benedict made a soup at random with the vegetables available in Hodgins’s 
kitchen, which had seasonings in abundance, while Violet and Cattleya 
supplied it with cookies that they had brought back as souvenirs from their 
ghostwriting business trip. Lux brought over small candy marbles that she 
kept stored in her desk at the company, and Benedict, instructed by 
Hodgins, reluctantly took an expensive bottle hidden on the liquor shelf of 
the latter’s room. 


“Hey, let’s rummage through the desks of everyone in the company. There 
are probably gonna be other ingredients in them.” 


“Tf it’s Mr. Anthony’s desk, I think there’s definitely something in it. Mr. 
Anthony always gives me sweets... We’re in a state of emergency so I’m 
sure he’ ll forgive us for it.” 


“There were sweets in the reception guys’ desks. Would they get mad if we 
took them?” 


“Definitely seem like they would. But this sweet... is one of the tasty ones... 
I wanna eat it.” 


Lux, who was still growing, and Benedict, who had missed lunch and did 
not have enough with just the vegetable soup, procured more food. The 
sweets that the hungry thieves sneaked from the company employees’ desks 


turned out as what could be considered a big catch, and so, the five people 
trapped inside during a day of usual rain commenced a night party. 


The five of different ages, genders and positions were already at a state 
where they could be deemed as a single family through the many incidents 
they had overcome and the time they had spent together. They laughed a lot, 
talked a lot. 


“You remember when Violet brought Lux over? She went to negotiate it 
directly with Old Man with so much might, like, ‘I have picked up a puppy. 
Please give me permission to raise it here. Now, hurry’. They were holding 
hands and she wouldn’t let go of Lux, explaining the situation all at length 
as if to say she wasn’t gonna move until he gave the permission. The way 
Old Man acted so suspicious back then was a real blast.” 


“T remember~! He was like, ‘Eh, “demigod”? Eh, “abduction and 
confinement”? Have you told the military police about that?’... President 
was so troubled, walking in circles around the two. It was the funniest thing 
of that year.” 


“Hum... I’m sorry.” 


“No, no, don’t apologize, Little Lux. You’re our main player now, so you 
did what you could to get where you are. You really exerted yourself in this 
unfamiliar land. Work for us forever, ‘kay? Rather, for me. Little Violet 
does some unbelievable stuff sometimes, but she generally doesn’t do 
anything wrong, so back then, her first-time deed shook up even someone 
like me, with plenty of life experience. Saying no didn’t even cross my 
mind.” 


“T knew that President Hodgins would give you a generous treatment. If I 
had not concluded so, I would not have done such a thing. Thank you very 


much for that time, President.” 


“Little Violet... Little Violet’s all grown up too, huh; you’ve become a 
wonderful lady...” 


“Well, she’s got you as her example of guardian figure, after all.” 


“I was raised by both Benedict and President Hodgins. You are my 
examples.” 


“Eh, so I’m Old Man’s son...? Gimme the whole company.” 


“No way! Actually, you’re taking a part of the company in the future, so 
that much should be fine, right?” 


“You were serious about that? If you split the company...” 

“Yeah, I'll be the vice-president. V, call me Vice-President Benedict.” 
“Benedict will be... the vice-president?” 

“Violet, you haven’t been to the company too often because of work, right? 
I'll stay as President Hodgins’s secretary, but some of the employees will go 
to Benedict’s side. That’s gonna be pretty lonely... Still, the company will 


be built inside the country, so it’ll be close in terms of distance. But it won’t 
be the same building anymore.” 


“Other people... will also be gone.” 
“Did I tell you that my role’s gonna change too?” 
“T have not heard about that.” 


“T’ll be transferred to training the newcomers. Violet, you’ ll stay as you are. 
Well, between you and me, if we were to debate on which one should be the 
instructor, it’d have to be me. I’m good at looking after others.” 


“Cattleya will be... an instructor...” 


“T’ll be here like always. The Doll department that Little Violet and the 
others are in will stay in the main office and you’re largely in charge of the 
numbers in our Doll department, so your role won’t change.” 


“Sounds like I don’t make money when you put it like that.” 


“No, it’s not like that... I’ve been keeping the right people in the right places 
since long ago, right? I asked you to do this because I thought you could be 
everyone’s big sis. Besides, wasn’t it you, Cattleya, who immediately 
replied that you’d to it when I said your pay would increase if you became 
an instructor?” 


“Well, that’s because I don’t know how long I could keep on being a Doll. 
It’s a job you can do even when you get older, but walking up mountains 
has been hard lately. Probably because of my high heels.” 


They truly laughed a lot and talked a lot. 


In their feel-at-home looks, they played card games, discussed memories of 
their trips and laughed holding their stomachs at silly stories. The night 
went on and on and the heavy rain outside gradually subsided, but no one 
said, “Let’s go home, then”. Days like these were a rarity. They all knew 
this much. 


“T’m having lots of fun today. It’d be great if it were always like this.” The 
words that Cattleya muttered with a big smile spoke for everyone’s feelings. 


Whenever a fun feast reached its climax, the loneliness towards the fact that 
it was going to end would cross the corners of people’s heads. That applied 
not only to this day that God had granted them but also to matters in the 
long run. 


Perhaps the company named CH Postal Company itself could also be 
considered a feast to the people gathered in it. “May this dream, this fun 
time go on forever,” they wished. 


The dream had begun with Claudia Hodgins. He then picked up Cattleya 
Baudelaire, Benedict Blue and Violet Evergarden. 


“Make sure to just lick it. So, how’s that?” 


They had built the company office building in Leidenschaftlich and started 
it together. As the postal business was a privatized one and the competitors 


were many, nobody could predict at first for how long this company would 
continue to exist. 


“This stings.” 


A local customer then came, earning them a large-scale contract in the 
delivery business. 


“Eh-~, you okay, Violet? You’re better off as someone who can’t drink...” 
Their Auto-Memories Doll activities began to stand out. 
“But everyone is changing.” 


“Doesn’t that have nothing to do with drinking alcohol? I drink ‘cause I like 
it. If you don’t, then stop.” 


“That’s right, Violet.” 


“No... Major has a taste for drinking during meals, so I had been thinking of 
learning to do it one day as well. You are all changing one after another 
whenever I blink. I have started eating with other people quite often at work 
as well. I, too, shall adapt...” 


Along the way, a girl who would later become a brilliant secretary joined 
them. 


“T see... Then I want to try drinking too. I’m a secretary, after all. I have to 
eat out with other people. What kind of taste is it, if you had to compare?” 


Despite the major changes in the personal life of each, all of them had 
contributed to the development of the company, to the point that they spent 
every single day being busy. 


“Close to that of a perfume. In that it is hard to swallow.” 


There would surely be many, many more changes. 


“Hey, I can’t approve that opinion. Big Sis here will introduce you to 
delicious drinks. Rather than being taught by a man, you should learn from 
me. Lux, you can’t yet.” 


Surely, their fates would twist further. 
“Eh~?!” 
“Benedict, bring another one. And something to crack it open with.” 


For people to gather up, an encounter had to have happened. That was what 
it meant. 


“Aight, aight...” Benedict stood up from the sofa. He had been dragged into 
Cattleya’s scheme, in which she had planned the conspiracy of attempting 
to make Violet Evergarden consume alcohol, because he himself had 
complied with it. 


“O-Owah. Old Man. You were here?” 
“Were here,’ you ask... this is my house.” 


As they came across each other in the kitchen, Benedict had let out a brash 
voice without thinking. The reason might be that he perhaps was seen 
grinning as he walked in. Despite his nihilistic attitude, he was happy to 
spend time with his friends. 


“T-I know. I was thinking you were taking too long in the toilet...” 
“Cigar.” 


With the kitchen’s small window open, Hodgins was smoking a cigar. All of 
the women despised the smell, so he rarely ever let them see him smoking. 
Just when Benedict was thinking about how he had suddenly stood up and 
disappeared, there he was, smoking in secret. 


——He only smokes when he can’t calm down, though. 


There was no better day to relax with their companions, and yet. 


“Hey, take a look outside. It’s so quiet after the storm... like the wind. Even 
though it was so loud before.” Perhaps due to him being a little drunk, 
Hodgins’s face was red. 


“True... Hey, need more booze. Ain’t there anything easier to drink?” 
“Eh, why? You can’t give it to Little Lux.” 


“Cattleya wants to make V drink some. Well, ain’t it okay? I think it’s about 
time she learns the ropes. Dunno when we’ll get to drink with her again... 
and it’s better to have people you get along with teaching you this kinda 
thing, right?” 


“Eeh... it’s still too soon. If you insist, isn’t it enough to drip a drop of rum 
into her tea?” 


“Can you even call that a drink? Make it a degree higher.” 


Hodgins gave a strained smile. “Hey, hey, her big brother figure shouldn’t 
be saying this...” 


“IT say it because I’m her big brother figure. I mean, we’re getting more 
rookies. She’s the highlight of our Doll department. Eating with people is 
part of having a big job. Before she gets involved with someone who wants 
to make her drink...” 


“Does this have anything to do with me telling you to be the branch 
manager?” 


Hearing a slightly icy voice coming from the president, Benedict blinked. 
“No... sorta.” 


“She’s still a child, and I’ll definitely always be with her in those kinds of 
places, so it’s okay. It’s still early to teach her how to drink. Nope, nope.” 


“A ‘child’, you say... well, she’s got a childish side, but she ain’t one 
anymore.” 


“She is — you, Cattleya and Little Lux, too, are all kids to me. Because 
you’re quick to do this kind of thing if I don’t keep an eye on you... My, 
my,” Hodgins said, blowing out the tobacco smoke. Mismatched as it was 
for someone with such a mature appearance, Benedict could get a glimpse 
of childishness in him. 


“You’ll keep trying to do that from now on too? That’s impossible; face the 
reality,” Benedict bit out incidentally. 


Silence. 


Benedict’s words were not wrong. The CH Postal Company was growing 
rapidly as a business. The fact that the postal company led by Salvatore 
Rinaudo had withdrawn from the postal industry in the previous year had a 
major influence in this. They now reigned at a pivotal position in 
Leidenschaftlich’s postal service. The CH Postal Company would soon 
account for nearly all of the commissions from the people living in 
Leidenschaftlich. Other than being busy with work affairs, there were even 
discussions about relocating the head office because of problems with 
waiting areas and break rooms due to securing new employees. 


“Like, you and I are gonna get damn busy. The Auto-Memories Doll 
department is gonna be the main organ of the head office and my place will 
be ordinary mail, right? We’Il be teaching people how things go, and I’Il be 
doing deliveries too. You’re the one with the busiest role. Anything and 
everything’s gonna be relayed to you. Getting to be close to your employees 
like until now while doing all that is just...” 


It was natural for a company that had become bigger to do a corporative 
split-off and for one of their employees to manage the branch office. 
Benedict was still young but had the power to bring people together. The 
task would not be an impossible one if they put a veteran of the head office 
in charge of taking over it. They could do this, Hodgins had decided, thus 
he came up with the proposal. 


“The regular meetings and other stuff that I take part in happen in the head 
office... It’s not like we won’t get to see each other.” 


“Everyone will have a different post and position. We won’t get to see each 
other. Same for you, Old Man.” 


“Tf it’s work, I can adjust it. I'll do my best to administrate everyone so that 
the employees can get a time every now and then to relax like this...” 


“Old Man, even if you do your best, V’s dating that nasty-ass military 
officer, so won’t they get married someday? Dunno ‘bout it, but... that’s 
why it’s impossible to always watch over us in the first place...” 


Silence. 
“Hey, don’t clam up.” 


What was being thrust at Hodgins now was something that he did not want 
to look straight at, despite thinking about and readying himself for it. That 
was what he was being told. 


“Hodgins — hey, Old Man.” 


It was something that Benedict Blue had the right to say, exactly because 
they had been doing everything together from the start. 


“Hey, don’t take it in a weird way. I ain’t saying this to be malicious. You 
left the Auto-Memories Doll department in the head office ‘cause your wish 
to watch over V is a big deal, right? I get it. She’s special to you.” 


“That’s not it; I—” 


“But she won’t be a kid forever. She’s different from back when she started 
working, with you teaching her everything. She’s someone who’s gonna let 
go of your hand one day. She ain’t your real daughter or your girlfriend. 
Then, if you had to say what she is, at the end of the day, she’s your 
employee. You’ll part ways one day. If you don’t get ready for that now, 
will you manage to get over it if she marries into that bastard’s family and 
he makes her leave the company?” 


“Will you manage to get over it?” The question ruminated in Hodgins’s 
heart. 


Benedict had shot him where it hurt without mercy. He was a gun expert. 
His aim was precise and the bleeding made Hodgins want to hold his own 
chest down. 


——Will I recover if I ever have to be separated from Violet Evergarden? 
Hodgins pondered earnestly over the question. ——I don't know. 


He truly did not know. 

Bonds were things that could not easily break off once they had connected, 
yet reality, time and busyness unpityingly caused the existence of “friends” 
to grow far apart. 


—To the point that I don’t know, I... 


Surely, a day like this would not happen five years from now. Their place to 
return to amidst the rain would be somewhere else. 


——TIt’s not just her, but also you and everyone else. 
To begin with, they might not even be working in the company itself 
anymore until then. More of them would fall for someone, nurture their 


love and move their places to be in life to their “homes”. 


Twenty, thirty years from now, it might be hard for them to even work. Or 
they would not be alive — there was also that possibility. 


The one who was more aware of this than anybody else was Hodgins, the 
oldest of them all. 


—TI’m the one who’s farthest apart in age. 
That was exactly why he did not know. 
“T have no idea.” 


He did not want to see it. Did not want to think about it. 


“T have too many things that matter to me, so I can’t make a move anymore. 
Y’know, you... you might aught at this, but... rather than when you’re 
young, getting hurt becomes scarier when you grow older. You start losing 
the energy to do your best and heal. It’s tiring. Still...” 


Hodgins had thought that the youth in front of him, who referred to him as 
“Old Man” on a daily basis, was probably going to laugh, yet Benedict was 
expressionless. 


“Still...” 


He did nothing but listen. His posture of properly listening at times like 
these somewhat... 


— ...looks like Little Violet. 


“Still, I know I’m the one who has to get moving the most. I’m getting 
everyone involved in the things I wanna do. That’s why I do what I have to. 
I also counted on you, because I trust you. I left it in your care. But... that 
and my feelings for her and you guys...” 


“T get it.” 


“\.are different things, right? Y’know, you’re... mean. I’m like a foster 
parent to you, and yet... Even if you understand my loneliness...” 


While Hodgins spoke as if bursting out, Benedict put a hand to his mouth as 
though to stop him. “T get it.” 


Time halted completely. 


Was he supporting the flustered figure of the one who was like a parent to 
him? 


“My bad.” 


Before he had noticed, he was carrying a load of things he must protect. 
Was he doing this due to realizing that he had left Hodgins to chance, 
thinking, “That’s because it’s him”? 


“My bad. That just now was on me.” 

Silence. 

“T didn’t have to pick today to say this. Isn’t that right?” 
“You think I’m being lame right now, don’t you?” 
“Nah, you ain’t all that cool in the first place.” 


“That’s a lie; I’m a generally-acknowledged beautiful young man... no, 
beautiful middle-aged man.” 


“You might not be cool, but well, that’s what’s good about you. Right?” 
Silence. 
“The cool thing about my Claudia Hodgins is his uncool side.” 


Since Benedict was speaking as if to comfort a child, Hodgins told him to 
“shut up”, slightly annoyed, yet burst into laughter nevertheless. 


The rain caused all sorts of things to pour. The way that people were 
drowned by the drops trickling down from the sky inevitably made them 
think about something. 


As dawn broke, Claudia Hodgins sat up, body heavy from not getting much 
sleep. When he peeked at his room’s bed, Violet and Cattleya were sleeping 
wrapped in the same blanket. On the sofa, Benedict was scattered about, 
snoring in a way that made him want to laugh. 


Hodgins looked for where Lux Sibyl might be. He went down from the 
third to the second floor, and then from the second to the first floor. She was 
nowhere to be found. 


While thinking it could not be possible, Hodgins opened the front door, and 
sure enough, he could see the figure of a girl walking down the street 
towards him. 


The clothes she had put to dry yesterday were surely half-wet. What was it 
that she wanted to do outside so badly to the point of going this far? He 
understood when he saw what she had in her arms. 


“Ah, President.” 


Lux was holding a paper bag with a lot of bread in it. The amount was 
enough that the small girl’s face could not be seen. 


“Little Lux... could it be you went to buy us breakfast?” 


Thinking back, this young woman was the kind of person who was always 
quick to act when she was trying to do something for someone. That was all 
it took to be a considerate person, but without kindness in their heart, they 
would not turn out this way. The reason why Hodgins had nominated her 
his secretary was not just that she could do any sort of work. 


“That’s so nice.” 


“Yes, the bakery owner is very nice. I woke up a bit too early, and when I 
went on a walk to see how things were outside, the bakery was just about to 
open and they were getting ready... I went to take a look ‘cause it seemed so 
delicious and they told me to come in.” 


“Ah, hm...” 


“T was so touched when they said they baked bread for people who were 
hungry early in the morning, so I told them many thanks for selling them 
and bought lots of it. It’s the bakery from that street around the corner.” 


“As expected of my secretary. Did you properly get the receipt?” 


At those words, Lux showed him a smile that resembled a blooming flower. 
“Huhu, of course.” 


For Hodgins, who had spent the night deep in thought about all sorts of 
things, that smile was a soothing one. It was like the water of a lake for 
someone who was feeling thirsty. 


Hodgins wordlessly took the bag from Lux. “Little Lux, I’m seriously glad 
you came to us.” 


“Only in this kind of situation, right?” 


“All the time. Always. Little Lux, you’re still young, will probably keep 
working with us... and you’re such a good secretary... I’m the happiest CEO 
in Leidenschaftlich.” 


“Are you going to hire me for life?” 

“Eh?” 

“Ts that a no?” 

“No, I could. But that’d mean working with me for life, y know?” 

“Is that bad? I have nowhere else to go.” 

When asked with such an innocent look, Hodgins faltered. 

“T won’t say the stuff Benedict does, like wanting the company for me.” 


“Well, I might... end up giving it to you if you say that, so don’t ever. 
Hahah... Of course, keep working for us forever and always at my place. 
Huh, this is kinda like a marriage vow... Wanna take this opportunity and 
marry me in the future? Just kidding...” Upon thinking that the jest that 
came out incidentally was an unsavory one right after saying it, Hodgins 
looked at Lux’s reaction, only to find her staring back at him blankly. He 
had made himself into a caricature of an old man bothering a girl. “No, it 
was a prank! But hey. Little Lux, you might be the only one who can go 
along with me, so having this kind of small talk is... I-I’m not looking at 
you with dirty eyes, really! We’re too far apart in age, after all! We’re c- 
close enough that we can crack this kind of joke to each other, right?” 


Lux pretended to think for just a few seconds. “Huhu, I can tell. That it’s a 
joke, at least. But not happening. We’re not getting married.” 


And then, she flat-out rejected him. 


“Ah, yes.” Although Hodgins would have been at loss if she had accepted 
it, his shoulders dropped somewhat. 


“But President, I’m prepared to nurse you if you ever become unable to 
work.” 


“Don’t... suddenly thrust such a cruel reality at me.” 

“Eh, is it? From my point of view... this is quite a deep form of love. 
President, you’re the first decent adult who accepted me. I’ll devote my 
whole life to you.” 


“Little Lux, you sure like me a lot. Gonna marry me after all?” 


This time, Lux actually grinned and replied, “I’ll take that one home and 
consider it.” 


“Amazing; that answer’s like the business talk at the company.” 


“Because you’re teasing me... even though you’re well-aware that I don’t 
even know love yet.” 


“Don’t know love yet”. The destructive power of those words caused 
Hodgins to regret his lighthearted proposal a little. 


“Then, Ill ask again in about five years. I should be at a nice middle age by 
then.” 


“You say that, President, but you’re going on a trip with some hottie next 
week. I know it.” 


The duo, who somehow seemed like they would or other be hanging 
together for a long time, returned to the office with bouncing chatter. 


In order to make breakfast for everyone together, Hodgins and Lux stood in 
the kitchen by themselves. 


Besides the already-baked bread, they would need drinks and vegetables. 
Those were merely simple preliminary preparations, but Hodgins felt that 


just this was somehow enjoyable, unlike doing the work on his own. 


“President, you have yours with one sugar cube and a slice of lemon, 
right?” 


“And for Little Lux, it’s two sugar cubes with milk, yeah? I know it.” 


While arranging the bread on a plate, they also poured water over the 
tealeaves and left them to steam. Perhaps due to the scenery that could be 
seen from the kitchen’s small window being a blue sky with not a single 
cloud in it, it was awfully dazzling. 


“Good morning.” 


The next person who appeared amidst the morning sunlight was Violet. Her 
soft golden hair was just a bit disheveled. Hodgins’s hand naturally reached 
out to it. 


“Morning... You’ve got a bedhead, Little Violet.” 


“Excuse me...” Violet looked back at Hodgins as he caressed her head, 
seeming a little embarrassed. Her eyes were just slightly red. She might 
have not been able to sleep very well. 


“Morning, Violet. Are Cattleya and Benedict also up?” 


“Benedict was awake until a while ago, but when I got up from the bed, he 
began sleeping again by Cattleya’s side.” 


“Morally speaking, it’s that kinda thing. I'll go give him a warning.” 


Hodgins laughed a little, seeing Lux off as she walked away while rotating 
her tiny shoulders. He then turned his gaze back to Violet. Her bedhead, 
which he had supposedly fixed with the caressing, had returned. For some 
reason, both of them being alone like this in a kitchen bathed in morning 
sunlight struck him as extremely peculiar. 


Just the two of them, having such a tender time. How many more 
opportunities would they have for that? 


They were already at it. He should talk about something. That was what 
Hodgins thought, but the words did not come out of him. Not because he 
had no topic to discuss. He could come up with as many things to talk about 
as he wanted, such wanting flowers to decorate the table or that they would 
surely have many customers today who were unable to come yesterday. 


But he did not want to spoil this morning. He felt that it might crumble if he 
spoke even one sentence. 


Violet was there. She had her blue eyes directed his way, looking at him. It 
was no longer awkward for the two of them to stay silent. That was their 
relationship. 


Perhaps still sleepy, she was in a haze. He wanted to watch her standing 
amidst this gentle time for a little longer. 


As she would usually always seem wide-awake, Hodgins believed that she 
was laidback to this extent due to being in the presence of people with 
whom she could be at ease from the bottom of her heart. That he had played 
a part in this feeling of security of hers. 


—wWwill you forget one day? 


One day, the position that Claudia Hodgins occupied in the life of Violet 
Evergarden would become smaller. 


— She only gets bigger on my end, though. 


Going to the hospital numerous times. Pushing her wheelchair. Giving her a 
notebook and teaching her how to write. 


——I for sure can’t forget. These moments, days, everything like this with 
you. 


The fact that he had not stopped her from fighting in the war. That he had 
thought they could use her. 


—TI can’t forget. 


Delivering to Violet an outfit that could hide her prosthetic arms, yet that 
would also make her look her most beautiful. 


—I’m sure I won't forget about this morning either. 


About that quiet morning, which was much like the one from before 
everyone was caught in the great storm and barged in. 


Hodgins touched Violet’s hair again. Although she had told Benedict not to 
touch it, with Hodgins, she all but slightly left a strand in his hand’s care 
and let him take it, almost like how a cat would do. 

—Aah, I want to hug you. 

He was not in love with her. That would never be the case. 

However, if she were his real daughter, on days like these, mornings like 
these, he would have easily said, “Good morning, precious” and embraced 


her. 


“T had a dream, President Hodgins,” Violet whispered out of the blue with a 
freshly awake, faintly hoarse voice. 


“Dream...?” 


The stunning young woman, who was no longer a girl, talked about her 
dream like a child, “Yes; in the dream... you owned a clothing store.” 


“Huhu, that so?” 


“T cannot make clothes. You told me that you did not need me, President 
Hodgins, if I could not make clothes...” 


“That’s horrible of me, huh.” 


“Even when I said I could polish the shoes, clean up or do anything, you did 
not listen...” 


Unlike the real one, the dream version of Hodgins had apparently chosen to 
part ways with Violet. 


“Little Violet, what did you do about that?” 


“I asked countless times. However, you rejected it countless times. I 
thought about standing in front of the shop until you allowed me in, but it 
started raining like yesterday.” 


“Hm. And then?” 


“Major Gilbert came to pick me up and told me to come home with him, 
but...” 


“Hm.” 
“T waited for President to come out of the store even as the lights went out.” 
“Hm.” 


“Despite waiting and waiting, President Hodgins did not come out, and at 
some point, a passerby told me, ‘This shop has moved’.” 


“Even though it was open until just a moment ago?” 


“It was a dream, after all... And then — and then, I asked where it was and 
went after it. Benedict and Cattleya also appeared in-between, but they 
seemed to have other things to do, saying they would come after me later... 
As for Lux, she was the only one who had been hired by you from the very 
beginning, so she also asked you to hire me again, but in the end, you said 
no could do.” 


“Hm...” Suddenly, Hodgins felt so pained about everything that it was hard 
to breathe. “And then, Little Violet, what did you do...?” His hand reached 
out to Violet. 


“T kept looking at the interior of the store beyond the shop window from 
outside.” 


Not towards her head, but towards her eyes, where her golden lashes 
fluttered like the wings of a fairy. 


“Inside it, many people — people that I know and do not know — came and 
left... showing how lively the shop was.” 


A sea had silently formed in them, which dissolved and disappeared once 
Hodgins’s index finger touched it. 


“Major came to pick me up for the nth time and said you had told him that 
my standing there was causing him problems. But, for whatever reason, I at 
the very least knew that if I stepped away from there even for a moment, 
you would never let me in... therefore, I could not comply. But I did not 
want to trouble you, President, so I was unable to make a decision... I 
attempted to ask Major for instructions, but he was also gone before I 
realized.” 


The sea — the teardrop — turned into a pearl and slipped down her cheek. 


“T... L.. ended up crying.” Violet stared at the sky, the look in her eyes 
seeming almost as if the scene from her dream was there at this very 
moment. “To think I would cry like that...” 


“Hm +) 


“That was why President Hodgins would not hire me, I thought... And also 
why Major had grown tired and left.” 


“Hm ” 


“Then, without my notice, you came outside. You looked the same as that 
post-war day when you went to visit me at the hospital. You were very 
surprised with my appearance, as I was soaked with mud and rain. And so, 
you said this: ‘Guess we’ll start with how to hold a needle’. You told me 
that you had not invited me for the new job because it would surely be 
difficult with these hands of mine, so I was extremely relieved... Then, 
then...” Violet’s words cut off at once. 


Unable to hold himself back, Hodgins pulled her into an embrace as if 
shoving her little head into his chest. 


While being embraced, Violet said with eyes that looked as though she was 
still dreaming, “...with some effort, I could still be helpful. I was able to 
confirm this, after all.” 


Hearing her let out a relieved sigh in his arms, Hodgins forgot about both 
his and Violet’s positions, clasping her to his chest very, very firmly. “You 
sure are helpful... Was there anything about me that made you feel 
uncertain?” Upon realizing that his voice sounded tearful, Hodgins allowed 
the tears to overflow at the truth. 


— Aah, I’m such an idiot. Got caught up in it and ended up crying too. 


As the girl whom he thought of as his own daughter, despite her being an 
actual adult, had shed tears, he found himself crying along with her. Almost 
like a child. Even though he was supposed to conduct himself as an elder in 
this situation. 


“T do not know.” 


“But, has anything like that ever happened until now...? You had that dream 
because you were uneasy.” 


““Uneasy’... That might have been the case. Yesterday night, I came to 
know that many things were progressing while I was away, so I have the 
feeling that I was quite agitated.” 


“Sorry; we were doing things on our own accord. Even though we’ve been 
together since the founding.” 


“No, I am often absent, and it is only natural for some things to be decided 
in the meantime. I am an employee. I feel that your judgement is correct. 
Employees must correspond to the changes of a company. My surroundings 
are about to change significantly. I am grateful to you, President, for letting 
me be here like always. However...” 


““However’...?” 


“However, I do not know if I can cope with it. With the matters regarding 
Major, the ones regarding the company... with the fact that Benedict will be 
going to a different office building. When I think about these things...” 


“It’s okay.” 


“When I think about them, I realize that the number of things I should 
prioritize has increased too much.” 


“Little Violet.” 

“The order of priorities...” 

“Tt’s all right.” 

“T have to deal with situations of every kind as I live, and yet...” 

— Surely, Violet Evergarden wouldn‘ be alive if she didn’t do that. 
Always, at all times. 


She had been living through corresponding to her surroundings despite 
being at loss regarding its circumstances, putting everything she could do to 
use while looking for a place to belong and an adult who would take care of 
her. She was not allowed to waver. For beasts, hesitation was death. 


Violet did not know unconditional love. She now had at last earned herself 
this warm place through her efforts, but it was about to suffer a rapid 
change with the course of time. 


After running, running and running, Violet — previously one such beast — 
was watching the nest she had finally found crumble down. Even when 
people knew they had to prepare to start running again, there would come a 
time when they would be short of breath and unable to move. 


Violet had gone from wild animal to person. 


Her human parts and animal parts co-existed, occasionally revealing 
themselves. When she was the animal, she simply did not mind how much a 
place changed as long as she could live in it. However, it was difficult to 
live while holding something better, more important. 


Now that she had become a person through the increasing of her emotions... 


“T shall fight. I can always be of use. President Hodgins, please forget this 
aspect of me that I just showed you.” 


...she had turned into just a girl who was a little bit scared of the future. 
“Please... forget about it.” 


Who had made her this way? Gilbert was likely the first, but the ones who 
had done the finishing touches were definitely all the people in this place. 


“No way, I’m not forgetting.” 
At Hodgins’s words, Violet lowered her eyebrows, looking troubled. 


“Don’t make a face like that; I’m not teasing. I meant to say that you don’t 
need to worry about it. You indeed might’ve gotten weak. But is that a bad 
thing? You had nothing when you met me for the first time. Not even your 
brooch, right...? But now you have lots of things. You went on a journey for 
a long time and got more stuff to shoulder while you were at it, so it’s no 
wonder that you’d end up in a dilemma.” Albeit knowing that Cattleya, 
Benedict and Lux were looking at them in shock from the shadows at the 
doorway, Hodgins went on, “You know... life is a journey. Little Violet, 
you’ll go on this journey, won’t you?” 


He had already forgotten about his anxiety. The feeling of frustration at 
such things and the overwhelming wish to cling to someone were now 
gone. 


“You started your journey with a little less luggage than other people, so 
you’re staring at your bag now that it’s gotten a bit heavy, wondering what 
happened to it. You don’t know what to throw away anymore.” 


He was able to think, from the depths of his heart, that he had returned to 
his usual self. While embracing her, who was indeed still young and 
confused in the middle of her journey, he was finally able to think so. 


“You need clothes and money, of course, and good shoes are vital. Right, 
and an umbrella too. When you look into your bag and realize that you 
actually have nothing that you can get rid of, it’s indeed a problem. Even 
though it’s a hassle because it’s so heavy. What do you think you should 
do?” 


He could still be useful. 
“Train... my physical strength... No, calibrate my prosthetics...” 
He was still needed. 


“You’re such a fool... Either leave it in someone’s care and continue the 
journey or have someone take half of it.” 


Even if it were only for a short while. 


“Gilbert will probably take half of the luggage. I can take care of the rest 
that you can’t carry over here. I’ll be in Leidenschaftlich forever, after all. 
Little Violet, no matter where you go, I’ll stay here and wait for you to 
come back, and no matter when you come over, I’ll welcome you. I’ll take 
care of the contents of your bag with pleasure.” 


——Even if you only remember me a few times a year someday... 


“Listen up: whenever you’re troubled, remember that I’m here. And then 
you’|l be able to go on a journey again anytime.” 


——...I’ll ready myself to welcome you at any time of the year. 
“Am I really supposed to leave my luggage here?” 


—I’m the kind of man who can do that, and you need it for sure. 


“Hm-hm, that’s not it. Y’see, this is about memories. All you have to do is 
to know. That I’m here. This is the way to make your luggage lighter. 
Whenever you’re having problems, bam, remember me. If you do that, the 
worries you have now will definitely decrease a little. Y’ know, at the end of 
the day... people’s place to come home to aren’t places, they’re ‘somebody’. 
You should know that much. You’d have gone to any battlefield if Gilbert 
was there, right? Someday, yes, you might quit being an Auto-Memories 
Doll. You might not come back to Leidenschaftlich.” 


— It'll be great if this “someday” never comes, though. 


“But your current memories are with me. I’ll be a representation of them. 
So that you, my dear... will be able to open your memories anytime. When 
this moment right now becomes nostalgic to you, come see me. I’ll always 
be here. Waiting for you. You’re feeling ‘lonely’ right now. But... Little 
Violet. You have me. You’re not alone.” 


——I want you to remember. 

“T do not understand very well... However...” 

—TI’m always protecting you. 

“...you have always guided me.” 

— Waiting for your return. 

“T never doubt your word.” 

—lI’|l be waiting here. 

“But, President Hodgins, I have only one wish.” 

——TI want you to show up when your journey ends. 

Deciding to deal with the sobbing coming from behind the door later, 
Hodgins opted for staying like this for just a bit longer. Her lover might get 


angry if he saw it, but he had the right to do it, at least to some extent. After 
all, she was Claudia Hodgins’s dear employee. 


Hodgins asked with a particularly gentle tone, “What would it be, Little 
Violet?” 


Violet blinked and looked up at Hodgins. The last drop spilled from her 
eyes. 


“Tf, only if... there comes a time when you will quit the postal company and 
start doing something else...” 


“Hm.” 
“...please call me. No matter where you are, I will rush to you.” 
“Hm.” 


“T will definitely be of help... Even if not, should your luggage become too 
much, please call me when you need someone to carry it for you. I shall 
hasten to visit you.” 


“For real?” 


“Yes. I, too, will carry President’s luggage. You should know it. I am 
strong.” 


“Huhu, yep, definitely. One day, you’ll understand what I mean by 
‘luggage’. Hey...” 


No one would imagine that a single drop could be the start of something so 
big. However, it would earn itself great meaning after a while passed. 
Should it continue pouring, it could also summon boundless blessings and 
curses. 


“Hiya, I’m Hodgins. What’s your name?” 
Silence. 


“This kid’s such a taciturn. ” 


“She... doesn't have a name yet. She’s an orphan with no education. Can't 
talk either.” 


“That’s so terrible of you. She’s such a beauty. Just give a name worthy of 
her.” 


“Little Violet, thanks for meeting me.” 


Love was almost like rain. 


Chapter 4 


A letter was the same as having one’s heart sealed in an envelope. Words 
that one could never say in front of the other person were easily born in 
letters. Getting hurt and displaying love was just so simple, precisely 
because the other party was not in sight. That was why it had a more lethal 
effect and caused more loneliness. What could be felt from the smell of 
paper and ink, as well as the strings of characters left there, was “absence”. 
And also the “time” that the other had spent for your sake. The more one 
missed the other, the lonelier they would be at the fact that only their 
feelings had been delivered. However, even if it were just their feelings, 
they wanted to deliver it. That was why people took their pens in hand and 
wrote down “dear you”. 


OK KOK 


“Dear You” and the Auto-Memories Doll 


2K KK 


At a certain army base, a colonel of the army was about to write a letter. 


He was facing his desk, staring at a blank sheet of paper in a room where 
there was no one but him. For roughly a few minutes, he remained silent, 
not moving the fountain pen in his grasp. 


From the room’s window, he could see that a gelid wind was blowing 
outside. 


In the southern country that he was originally supposed to be living in, he 
was not able to witness such frigidness and colorless landscape even in 
autumn. This was a cold land. Specifically, it was a northern nation far from 


the country of Leidenschaftlich, where he, Gilbert Bougainvillea, had 
vowed to serve. 


This country had been an enemy one in the past. He was there, in a military 
base that served as a deterrent. Copious in mental exhaustion, life in said 
base was beginning to create a crease between his eyebrows. 


The wind hit the window with rattling noises. His gaze incidentally stolen 
by the remarkably strenuous sounds that the window was making, Gilbert 
left the fountain pen on his desk for once. He had not made progress with a 
single line, thus he should have a break or a change of pace. He took a sip 
of tea that was already becoming cold and heaved a sigh. 


Today was his recess, the only day when he was released from military 
services. A day off, leisure time — the kind of wonderful day when there 
was no one to bother him. On top of that, he was an unmarried man who 
had neither a wife nor children. He could do as many things as he wanted 
on such a day. He could go outside or spend it in self-indulgence in his 
room. However, he did neither, making effort to do something meaningful 
instead. Which was to write a letter. 


His best friend would have said this: “Y’know, without a just cause like me 
taking you outside or for the sake of socializing... you immediately turn into 
a guy who sucks at having fun. Get at least one hobby, I tell you.” 


Unfortunately, Gilbert did not have hobbies that could be called hobbies. 


It might be more fitting to say that he had never had time for finding a 
hobby. Having been raised by a strictly disciplined family, he had 
succeeded the inheritances and devoted his youth to the battlefield. 


The fact that he would be attempting to do something “useful” when it 
came to what someone like him would be doing in his day off, almost so 
that he would not be scolded by anybody, was something that could not be 
helped. That being said, it was not as if he did not want to write a letter. 
After all, he had already decided on the recipient and had feelings he 
wished to convey. 


His most beloved person. He had no idea in what part of the world the 
beautiful Auto-Memories Doll who had crossed his mind numerous times in 
his life would be right now. The two of them could not see each other often, 
but their relationship had become all the more like this ever since Gilbert 
had come to this military base. 


This is the story of a couple in the middle of a long-distance relationship, 
which could be found anywhere. 


To Ms. Violet Evergarden. 


I have taken up the pen for the first in a long time. We have been passing 
each other due to work and have not been able to meet for a while. That 
was what I had been telling myself, but my heart cannot seem to settle 
down, hence why I am faced with a letter now. 


I have not done this ever since I replied to the letters that you wrote to me in 
the past. I will be happiest if my writing has improved since then. Your 
handwriting is beautiful, so mine is no match for it at all. 


When I found out that, before I knew it, you have come to learn more words 
than me and became able to write letters that devote your feelings to them, I 
was extremely surprised. I already expressed my gratitude before, but thank 
you for the letters. 


Whenever we are apart like this, looking at that bundle of letters makes me 
feel a little at ease. 


My daily life currently resolves around going on surveys in various places, 
so I have not been able to step on Leidenschaftlich’s soil. Conflicts caused 
by weapon imports from outside the continent and intermediaries from 
countries that do not have trade treaties are slowly but surely increasing. 
Almost like blood welling up from a shallow wound. 


Fortunately, our country has been maintaining the peace after the 
Continental War, but it is impossible to tell when the sparks might befall us. 
In fact, we are proceeding towards solving the problem on the North’s side. 


The subsequent maintenance of public order in the defeated nations is our 
proposition as the winners of the war. 


Wounds become infected in the weakest spots and turn into a terrible thing. 


The liberation the North side’s military power and seizure of their 
technology was sought as compensation after the war. This debt came to us 
with time. We did liberate their military power, so should there be any need 
for an armed intervention, we will be the ones to reach our hands out. 


Leidenschaftlich is the largest military nation on the South. These kinds of 
things will continue happening from now on as well. 


I feel no dissatisfaction towards it. I was able to predict this outcome, 
though not all of it. My father also used to say that the things called wars 
are never over, even when people think they are. Within me, too, the 
Continental War will surely never end. That may be just the obvious, as my 
entire youth was dedicated to it. 


I had intended this to be a love letter to you, but by no means did work out. 


Apparently, I have no vocation for letters. Hodgins asked me if I would 
write an autobiography or something of the sort with him after retirement, 
but I am glad that I politely declined. 


Summer is about to end over there, isn’t it? Cold times are coming. Do not 
forget to adjust your prosthetics. 


I am always thinking of you. Wholeheartedly. 
—Gilbert Bougainvillea 
To Mr. Gilbert Bougainvillea. 


How are you faring in this end-of-summer season, where even the color of 
the moon appears cold? 


I am immersed in pleasant surprise, Major, as I had not expected to receive 
a letter from you. 


Your handwriting is somewhat tremulous. Must be because it has become 
colder. 


Just as you instructed, Major, I am thinking about adjusting my prosthetics 
before it becomes truly cold. 


Even though you went through the trouble of sending me a letter, Major, I 
had to receive it in delay as I was in a long-term business trip, thus I 
apologize for my reply being late. 


I have seen your address; you are in a military base in the North’s side, 
right? I can most certainly receive your correspondence if you send it to 
either the Evergarden estate or the CH Postal Company, but Major, what 
should I do when you move locations? Is it all right to leave this to one of 
our company’s postmen? 


If it were Benedict, he should be able to look for and deliver the 
correspondence anywhere as long as I pay for the travel expenses. Is it all 
right to ask him? No, this confirmation is only in case we have many letter 
exchanges like this. If things are hectic, please do not mind me. You already 
wrote me a letter while you were busy. Just from that, I feel as if I can 
operate without rest for a few years. 


If you ever happen to send me a letter again, please write in the way that 
you normally speak to me. It is not the first time that I receive a letter from 
you using formal language, but by all means, do it in the usual way. 


As of now, I am on a ghostwriting business trip, and once I return to the 
company, I will be assisting its other office, which will be opened next 
spring. Benedict will be its president, and the delivery and reception of 
correspondence will be transferred to it altogether. Much like President 
Hodgins, Benedict will also have a residence in the office building, so my 
job after I return to the company will be mainly to help him with the 
moving. 


I am able to contribute with physical labor due to the prosthetics, but I 
cannot contribute with selecting furnishings for a room. According to 


Benedict: “No way. It’d look like a prison. You leave your clothes and 
bedroom stuff for other people to pick, don’t you?” 


Indeed, I have never chosen belongings by myself. I have always been 
wearing what someone else chooses for me. While we are apart from each 
other like this, I have made decision making into a task for myself, and I am 
doing utmost effort so that, much like President Hodgins, I will have 
polished the techniques I have mastered until the next time we meet. 


My apologies; I had also intended this to be a love letter, yet it turned into a 
task submission. 


I am also doing my very best thanks to the support from your letters. Please 
do not overdo it. 


Do call me anytime you need me. I am always thinking of you. With my 
whole heart. 


—Violet Evergarden 
To Ms. Violet Evergarden. 
Thanks for replying to my letter. Are you doing well? 


It feels very strange to have a letter from you delivered to a military base. It 
gives me the actual feeling that you’re no longer a girl soldier, but an Auto- 
Memories Doll, as well as my significant other. 


Fortunately, this wasn’t inspected. Good thing I told my subordinates not to 
open the envelopes of letters addressed to me. Everyone has been on alert 
ever Since a suspicious object was delivered to the base. 


You asked me not to use formal language, so that’s what I’ll do. Did it feel a 
bit blunt? When I’m writing like this, I feel like the way I speak is a little 
curt... 


But if it’s something that you wish for, whatever it is, I’Il do it. 


Having you ask something from me feels good. We’re lovers, so if there’s 
anything you wish for or that you want me to do, tell me. 


Hodgins had told me about the company split-up, but next year’s spring is 
quite early for that. 


The name of that blond young man appeared many times in your letter, but 
isn’t he working you hard? It seems he keeps up a big brother facade, 
calling you his little sister figure, so I wish he’d properly hire someone for 
these mundane duties. Do take appropriate rest on your days off. 


I get the hunch that you cant really refuse someone when they’re pushy. It 
could also be said... that I’m the one who caused you to have this kind of 
disposition, so I’m not in the position to ask for such a thing... but make 
sure not to accept too many requests from men. 


There are people who don’t know that you’re a noble and precious person. 
There’s a part of you that still isn’t aware of this either. Violet, you’re 
someone who should be cherished. Treasure yourself. 


Regarding the letters, there will be no problem with sending them to this 
military base for a while. Ill also ask the department that deals with mail to 
forward to me immediately in the unlikely event of a transfer. 


Regarding the furnishings, Hodgins seems like he’d be the one to nag more 
about these things, but if he wasn’t entrusted with that, it means they have 
different tastes. I know a furniture store that my classmates and I used to go 
to back when I was a student, in order to buy things to bring to the dorms 
for cheap prices. I'll write down the address just in case. I think there will 
probably be many things that he’d take a liking of in it. 


I havent chosen much of my personal belongings either. My parents were 
strict, so all I did was to gradually figure out what they wanted and pick it. 


People’s hobbies, as well as their interests and preferences, are unique to 
them. Take your time to realize what yours are, in however way you like. 
Any version of you is the you that I love. Wholeheartedly. 


—Gilbert Bougainvillea 
To Mr. Gilbert Bougainvillea. 
You doing well, Gilbert? 


The booze I put in this package is a good one that I got my hands on, so I’m 
sharing it with you. You’re short on stuff over there, aren’t you? 


Y’know, I thought I knew how cold your personality is, but... you really 
don’t cherish a friend, huh. I was surprised when I heard from Little Violet 
that you were suddenly sent to a rural area — y’see, you didn‘ tell me. 


No, I get it, okay? This kind of thing gets decided out of the blue. I 
understand that ‘cause I was in the military too. But at least say something 
to me before you go. If I happened to have a day off at that same time, I 
could have gone with you... While I’d be looking around the trendy shops, 
you’d be doing your job over there without sparing me any thought, 
wouldn't you? 


What a cold man you are... Do you have emotions? So you dont love me? 
No, you do love me, right? Did I do anything to you? 


Hey, tell me, Gilbert. Are you being treated coldly because you were 
transferred to the countryside, even though you were promoted? Or maybe 
because you’re a newbie colonel? 


I’m hurt so I'll bombard you with lots of questions. Ill act like a wife 
scolding you for picking work over our home. Well, take that as a joke. 


You’re from a special ops squad, after all. Guess there’s no helping getting 
transferred to places that reek of gunpowder. Your colleagues are all older 
than you. They’re probably considerate enough to listen when stuff ’s going 
on, though... 


Could be for any reason, but can’t you come back just for a little? I wanna 
see your face. How’s that? I’m honest. Unlike you. I properly show my love. 


So, how’s it? Cant you come back? I was intending to invite you for the 
opening ceremony of our new company. I thought about having you cut the 
ribbon and say, “It’s open”. Well, you’d probably refuse, though. 


Let’s drink for the first in a long time. There’s stuff you can’t ask without 
drinking. 


As for what it is, it’s about Little Violet. 


Not asking much about it until now is a mature thoughtfulness on my part. 
But y’know, it’s been quite a while ever since you two reunited... I’m 
concerned about this because I’m her guardian. 


The madam and the family head of the Evergarden household are probably 
concerned too. Isn’t that the same for the people at your place? 


Don’t know about how it’d be for a liberal like me, but the family head of 
the Bougainvillea being unmarried at that age is bound to become quite the 
rumor in social circles. If you’re lovers, make an official announcement. 


This kind of stuff matters. Rather than hiding it and suddenly getting found 
out or something like that, the public opinion would be on our side if you’d 
just say it upright. I’m the one telling you this, so trust me. Don't look down 
on my ability to take grasp of human nature. 


I get how you feel, okay? 


Your relationship with her wont be something temporary, and you won't 
run away from it, but you’d want to put conflicts on-hold for now, yeah? 
People would definitely say something about it, after all. 


I mean, she’s your former subordinate, there’s too much of an age gap, and 
if they persist in asking about Little Violet’s past or something, you won't be 
able to answer, will you? You’ve got many little sisters. And your mother is 
alive. Even I was at loss about this at first, so I can tell what kind of 
reaction those people would have. 


You’re probably in a honeymoon-like phase right now, so you feel 
something like... you want to be just by yourselves without anyone 
meddling, right? But you’d best make up your mind and introduce her. 


Most of my surviving relatives are women too, and well, they’re fussy. 
That’s also what’s cute about them, but lots of things instantly become 
impossible to maintain when women hate you, so you should accord them 
every courtesy from the get-go. The one keeping secrets gets told off later. 


It’?Il be a matrimony with the Evergarden household on the surface, so 
there’s no problem, right? She’ll pass off as a young lady from a social 
standing with nothing to complain about. 


Ah, your head starting to ache? 


I can kinda imagine the face you’re making. Everything’s fine, I’m telling 
you. 


You’ve been overcoming worse stuff until now, haven’t you? You’ve also got 
many allies. 


Above all, love has already been born there. It’s just a matter of what to do 
with it. Don’t shrink back. 


Well, this might not be my line. Haha, I mean, I’m her guardian and 
employer. My direction’s also one of the reasons why you two almost can’t 
see each other. No, seriously, sorry. 


About that, I’m thinking of gradually decreasing her bookings. I truly am. 
But y’know, Gilbert. 


She ended up becoming the star of the Auto-Memories Doll world. 


Even from the viewpoint of an employer like myself, our signboard Doll is 
awfully busy. She has so many requests that they’ve piled up. 


I regret it... I haven’t been giving her days off too often... I don’t know if it’s 
because of that, but... to top it off... 


Hmm, I wonder if it’s okay to write this down. I don’t want you to say a 
word to her about me telling you this. She probably wouldn't get angry, but 
I kinda feel bad about it. Still, if you think about the relationship between 
you two, there’d be no sincerity in it if she can’t tell you this. 


You see. Little Violet has... rather than saying that she changed a little 
lately... 


She’s gotten unstable. 


The staff configuration of our company is changing, which... seems to be 
making her anxious. It’s pretty rare for Little Violet to look uneasy. She’s 
generally aloof, though there are times when she’ll make a troubled face, 
but she’s got guts, though she’s really never this restless. Because, if she had 
emotions like that, she wouldn't have managed to keep being a girl soldier... 
so that’s that. 


Anyway, hum... a while ago, Little Violet cried. 


A dream was the reason why she cried. She said she had a dream. It was 
about me running a fashion store for whatever reason, and the dream 
version of me was rejecting Little Violet, saying he wouldn't hire her. Even 
though she knew it was a dream, she was so, so sad that she cried. 


See, she’s getting insecure, ain’t she? That’s right. She wasn’t the kind of 
child who’d cry over something like that. 


It feels like I’m the one who made her cry ‘cause it was something that “I” 
did, and, aah, my chest’s aching. I thought Little Violet had become a full- 
fledged girl. But, in the end, she does go back to being a girl soldier in 
unexpected moments of everyday life. 


She’s an unsteady child. She has it together, so I tend to forget about this. 
Indeed, that girl’s one of a kind. 


I’m sure you’ll be the one who’s gonna be by her side most of the time in 
her life from now on. Don’t forget that. 


Most likely, what Little Violet needs is something certain. That’s not 
marriage or anything of the sort. Probably not work, either. 


I think it’s you. 


I wrote some embarrassing stuff, huh. Anyway, reply to me as soon as 
possible. In case you don't, I shall beat you up with a liquor bottle the next 
time you come to Leidenschaftlich. I’m the kind of man who keeps his word. 
Be ready. 


—Claudia Hodgins 

To Mr. Claudia Hodgins. 

Are you in good health? 

There’s a lot I want to say, but first, thanks for the letter. 


Hodgins, are you my mother or what? Don’t imagine stuff that’s not gonna 
happen. If you’re gonna imagine anything, then imagine my face, head on 
my hands at the contents of your letter, despite being happy to have gotten 
one from you when I opened it. 


About the things you’re worried over, I’Il answer in order. 


My return is scheduled to a month from now. However, I can go out if it’s to 
a nearby town. You probably won't get to come here, but if you do, I can 
make time for you. 


It’s not like they treat me a leisurely post. The number of retirees from the 
military has increased, and the number of people who can take command is 
temporarily decreasing. You’ve once belonged to this organization, so you 
can probably understand that there’s actually only a few people who can 
take action looking at the whole. The North’s military base itself already 
has many people inclined to request for retirement. If things come to a 
turbulent development, some will waver. 


The people responsible for this military base have been committing suicide 
in sequence. I entered as an audit, but I offered to stay. I'll leave out the 


details, but this is about corruption, love affairs and employing locals. 
Several things have caused it. 


From the North’s viewpoint, we’re controllers. We’re not welcome. Living in 
peace in such lands is difficult for a soldier. Even so, many of them are 
struggling, taking great pains to serve the local people. To top it off, most of 
the people being transferred here are younglings and people who were 
treated as troublemakers. We need someone to take the lead. If it goes on 
like this, the soldiers left behind here will be miserable. They’re giving 
continuity to the war that we started in other ways and shouldering the 
burden. 


I think the corps need a bit more cleaning from the inside. But this will end 
eventually. I’ll return to Leidenschaftlich before long. 


Don’t worry about Violet. I’m the family head. No matter who I take as 
bride, I won't let anyone complain. However, I understand why you’re 
apprehensive. 


The wedding ceremony of my sister, Julia, will be held within a month. It’ ll 
be an union with my colleague, Colonel Laurus. If Violet happens to be 
available, I’m thinking about asking her if I can’t take at least a few hours 
of her time on that day. Truth is, I don’t want to take her with me. She’ll 
probably be treated as a display. I’ve never taken a woman to an official 
venue. Taking her will have a meaning in itself. 


My relatives will, of course, see Violet as my fiancée. Rather than creating 
opportunities for her to meet them numerous times one by one, I think it’s 
better to get this done with once and for all. You said the same thing when I 
dislocated a shoulder during an exercise, didn’t you? “Do it in one go.” 


I actually don’t want Violet and I to be affiliated with anything. I also don’t 
want to report about her to anywhere or anyone. That’s right, it’d be great if 
it were just to you. Just you and the Evergarden couple would be enough. 


It’s unknown whether or not she understands the meaning of marriage, but 
if I ask her for it, she’Il comply even if she doesn’t get it. That’s the kind of 


person she is. So it’d just be a formality. If I said that’s ridiculous, would it 
be an insult to the marriage system itself? 


I want to cherish Violet. My “love” is certain. When we’re alone together, 
that’s the only time when it’s easy for me to breathe, from the bottom of my 
heart. I don’t even have to touch her hand. I can feel so happy just by her 
being by my side. This honeymoon phase we’re having now makes up for 
the time that we couldn't see each other. I’m so, so happy about it. 


Would you laugh if I said that I don’t want to come back to my senses? In 
our student years, I was amazed whenever you were all about romance and 
love or went out with girls, but now I can understand the feeling. 


I just want it to be the two of us. 


Setting up the table and laying the groundwork to induce other people’s 
comprehension — all of that is a pain in the ass and I feel like running away 
from it sometimes. Because none of them will understand the truth. Not 
what Violet and I felt when we reunited. Or what I felt when I parted ways 
with Violet. Or how much I love her. 


I end up being self-aware about the fact that I’m binding her down again, 
even though I let her go because I wanted her to be free. That’s what 
inviting her into my world means. 


I want to shut off her eyes and ears and avoid anything that might hurt her. 
I’m such a fool for carrying this in my chest when I’m the reason why she 
gets hurt, aren’t I? But she said that my foolish self was the one for her. She 
wished for me to be by her side. 


I’m not trying to justify what I did to her. I just want to be someone who 
won't betray her forgiveness. 


As long as we live, we’ll be involved with something. I with the military. 
And she with the world. The two of us going somewhere far away on our 
own is a pipe dream. We actually cant avoid the hardships. Misfortune 
comes from here and there, and we can’t guard ourselves against it. All we 
can do is ready our hearts to face whatever winds may blow. So that we 


may be able to stay in place when they come at us. I don’t want to just run 
away without fulfilling my responsibilities ever again. 


I think of her as my top priority, so you don’t need to worry. Ill fulfill my 
duties. However, if anything happens in the process, I want you to take her 
side, not mine. Hodgins, I’m counting on you. 


I apologize here for not getting to see your big moment. I’m rooting for you. 
Wholeheartedly. 


—Gilbert Bougainvillea 
To my beloved brother. 
Are you doing well, brother? 


I am very busy every day with the wedding preparations. Henrietta and 
Diane said that you might not reply to a normal letter, but we are not at war 
anymore, so I am writing this putting my hopes into it. 


Thank you for properly replying to the wedding invitation. I was happy that 
you wrote more than just one word (this one I am writing as sarcasm). 


You did not write down the name of your accompanier, but since this is 
about you, perhaps it is a school friend? That was what I had thought... but 
Mr. Laurus told me something. That you might be intending to bring your 
girlfriend. That you already had decided on someone for you and were 
dating her. 


I heard the reason why you are hiding this from our family is that she was in 
the military. Was this a secret? I’m sorry. Please do not blame Mr. Laurus. I 
behaved like a spoiled child and got him to tell me. 


He loves me, so he ends up spilling everything no matter what. I really like 
that about him. I mean, seems like he will cherish me, doesnt it? 


From the moment that we are born as children of the Bougainvillea family, 
we women are tools. It might be that everyone is somebody’s tool, though... 


You are also a tool of the Bougainvillea, and in the end, so is Brother 
Dietfried, despite him running away. As for me, I’m the same. 


I am surely one of your tools. You used me to expand your military clique, 
didn’t you? You did, right, Brother? 


Ah-ah, Brother. 


Brother, are you hurt? It is the first time I have written something like this. 
Letters are such a mystery. 


The truth is that this is what I have been thinking, and these things end up 
coming to light. I wonder if it was because the paper was blank. Since it is 
blank, I feel the need to fill it up with something of my own, so the pen 
accidentally slips while I write. 


Brother, Iam a bit angry. I do not know about Brother Dietfried, but if it is 
you, you will properly listen to me, right? I am mad. Even though you used 
me like a pawn, you regret it the moment you succeed. Aren’t you just 
protecting yourself? You are so terribly smart, yet you seem extremely 
foolish sometimes. I’m sorry. 


Brother, you know. I think Mr. Laurus was the right one for me. 


I am aware that you introduced him to me with many things in mind. You 
used me in order to broaden your grounds in the army even further, didn’t 
you? We Bougainvilleas are in a favorable position, but the glory of our 
ancestors is not something that will last forever. It is something that the 
fathers and older brothers have to inherit in succession and build up each 
on your own. Yes, yes, that is sound judgement. 


Regardless, Brother. 
You cut corners when it came to my marriage, huh? I heard from Mother 


later that there were proposals for arranged marriage with other relatives 
of ours at that same time. 


Apparently, Mother consulted you for it. I heard that the ones you selected 
were people who were looking for replacement for wives that had run away, 
people who were in their fourth marriage — only these kinds of men. All of 
them were of a charm akin to that of a hundred roses and wild flowers 
compared to Mr. Laurus. But every one of them were rich and sons of 
families with famous names. 


If you were to further strengthen the Bougainvillea territory, you should 
have chosen them instead. You are the family head, so you could have just 
told me to do that. 


But you did not. All you did was go horse riding with Mr. Laurus, my 
friends and I on your free days. From then on, it seems that inviting me over 
was Mr. Laurus’s idea and you did not breathe anything to him. Those 
trifling days were fun, Brother. 


Mr. Laurus is a wonderful person and I soon fell for him. I am happy that 
you had a grasp of my preferences. 


But more than anything, I am happy that you played with me even after we 
grew up. I was so, so happy that I realized something after a few of the 
many matters regarding the arranged marriage had progressed. 


Brother, you were protecting me, right? I had an on-going relationship as 
an excuse to refuse the matchmaking — you must have been laying the table 
for this. But since this is about you, Brother, didn’t you also have plans of 
wanting to bring Colonel Laurus into our family while you were at it? 


If so, it is all right. If it is just that. 


Perhaps you did not think that we would actually marry? I did not do this to 
go along with your thinking or anything. At first, I thought, “My, is Brother 
attempting to manipulate me? This is why the Bougainvillea men are no 
good”, but choosing someone who will treasure you is important, isn’t it? 


All we, Bougainvilleas, do is keep secrets. We’re like a fake family. 


Tell me, Brother. You have your own way of thinking, right? Hiding your 
lover from our family is surely because of that. The fact you were keeping 
your relationship a secret while mine was being made public must be, yes, 
because of that too. 


I did not write this letter because I wanted to condemn you for this. I 
wanted us to expose and declare our own thoughts. 


Brother, the choice I made is the ultimate happiness in my world. I do not 
mind if people tell me that I am being swept by the flow. I just have to say 
this back to those who tell me that. 


Brother, what have you been trying to protect by distancing yourself from 
the Bougainvillea and the main house? You are the child of a family that 
has forced you to fight. Make your opponent fight as well. 


I will protect her. That girl. This is no lie. I will protect her. If you have in 
mind that someone is on your side, it will be easier for you to attend the 
ceremony, right? 


I will say it again, Brother. Iam angry. Rely on your family more. Thinking 
back, Brother, you were always an awkward person despite being so smart, 
shouldering anything and everything on your own. 


Aah, I can say this because it’s in a letter. I actually cannot bring myself to 
tell you any of it face-to-face. 


I could not do anything for you whenever you were making a salty face due 
to the family obligations that Brother Dietfried pushed onto you. I could not 
do anything for you when you went to war. I could not do anything for you 
when you lost an eye and an arm. 


Iam such a useless sister. I know that. But now, I can say this. 


Brother. I can help you out if you intend to elope with your sweetheart, but 
if you do not, please leave everything to me. 


This is a stupid way of thinking, but they say a woman becomes a full- 
fledged person in society once she gets married. Then what am I now? 
Half-assed? Are people who cannot marry incomplete ? Are they stripped off 
their status if they cannot bear children, I wonder. If we are not people, then 
what are we? Ghosts? 


Despite the world being better than in Mother’s time, it is still harsh on 
women. But I shall make use of that. I will marry. 


I have obtained the social position and authority to speak up to people. I 
will not let anyone mistreat my brother’s sweetheart. I will not allow it. Do 
bring her over. 


No matter what kind of person she is, she is the woman that you have fallen 
for and that you are hiding almost as if you mean to her up in a treasure 
box. I, too, will never bruise this jewel. 


Brother, I am very selfish, arrogant and might not have been one of your 
favorite siblings. However, I will never forget that you played a lot with me 
when we were little. Brother, thank you for being so kind to me, both when 
we were small and now. I shall pay you back. Make sure to bring her no 
matter what. 


With all my heart. 
—Julia Bougainvillea 
To my beloved Julia. 
Thank you for the letter. 


I had no idea how to reply, so I miswrote countless times. I’m sorry for the 
late response. I was appalled at the fact that my younger sister, far apart 
from me in age, had grown into an adult woman before I noticed, and 
realized that I was conducting myself like a child. 


What I’m about to write from this point on is something that everyone will 
know eventually. You first, Julia. 


My lover’s name is Violet. Violet Evergarden. She is the adopted daughter of 
the Evergarden family and currently works at a postal company as an Auto- 
Memories Doll. There’s quite an age gap between us. 


Reading up to here, you must have thought, “Why the ado over that?” Or, 
“Age and birthplace don‘ matter.” 


This is but one aspect of a given truth. I wrote down the things that leave a 
good taste in your mouth. 


What you’re about to read from now on is surely not a good thing to you. 


I met her quite a long time ago and, back then, she was a girl warrior. 
Brother picked her up from an isolated island. 


Most likely, she was a girl warrior even before she encountered Brother, 
and perhaps due to learning how to fight, kill living things and kill herself 
from a young age, her head was filled to the brim with such things, so she 
has no memories of her early childhood. Either that or I presume that, 
surely, they were erased by force. 


Completely at loss as to how to handle her, Brother handed her over to me. 
He said she was a weapon. Indeed, she rightfully was one. A magical 
weapon that could kill anything on command. You probably think that’s not 
possible, but she was a weapon. 


However, to me, she looked like nothing but a girl ever since we first met. 


The reason why I took her in was because I judged that it was better than 
leaving her with Brother. After all, he’s a complicated person and also a 
scaredy-cat, but still a kindhearted one in awfully roundabout ways. Being 
together with someone like Violet most likely... rubbed him the wrong way. 


As you know, I’m a man who obediently accepts his fate. Once entrusted 
with her, I swore to myself that I would live as her accomplice upon 
deciding to use her. 


No matter how you think of it, our relationship is nothing good. We’re user 
and used. It was probably hard for her to be with me. 


If any proper ego ever awakens in her one day, I’Il most likely get killed. 
That’s what I used to think. And there’s nothing I can do about this. Since I 
couldn’t throw her away and since I made use of her, I have no choice but 
offer my future life as a collateral. Until then, I wanted to educate her as 
much as possible, so I taught her all sorts of things. Speech, letters, 
lifestyle, everything. 


She was very intelligent. At first, yes, the first word she ever said to me was 
“major”. Back then, I was so happy, but also so pained and terribly 
miserable. 


This misery continued as she grew up. You’ll be shocked when you see her. 
She’s truly a beautiful person. She’s also an innocent, merciless, gentle and 
melancholic person, to an uncanny extent. And much too strong. Even while 
being the commander of the Special Forces, I’m no match for her. 


It wouldn’t have been weird if she came for my neck whenever. It wouldn't, 
but she never did that. She would always look at me with those blue eyes of 
hers as if to make sure of something and say, “Please give me an order.” 


For her, receiving orders, accomplishing them and being praised for it was 
self-affirmation. That was how the adults — how I raised her. In this unique 
environment, we nurtured a relationship between just the two of us, which 
probably only we could understand. 


My love for her increased just the way that snow piles up. At the same time, 
my guilt increased as well. 


I had never seriously loved anyone so much. 


My betrothed tumbled over to me due to the revocation of her engagement 
with Brother, but I have no idea where she even is now. The people that 
Mother tried to set me up with were all individuals that I had to deal with 
by being careful around. Even during my student days or after I became a 
soldier, my heart never moved much in that direction. 


You called yourself a tool. I, too, am a tool, and I feel like all I had been 
doing in my life was fumbling around for what I should do for the 
Bougainvilleas’ sake, as well as what I should do for my father, brother, 
mother and you girls to acknowledge me as a man of this household. That’s 
why her unconditional acceptance worked as a slow-acting poison for me. 


I loved her, who would be looking at me whenever I turned around in the 
battlefield. And she would be looking at my back in the battlefield, as if 
yearning for it. 


I think her feelings for me were attachment and mine were love. Recently, 
she confessed to me that it was love, but I’m sure I’m the one who displayed 
love in an easier way to understand. 


On top of making an orphan into my subordinate as a child soldier, I fell in 
love with her. Writing this in words makes me realize how cruel a person I 
am. 


Letters and words are sincere and truthful. 


Ill have to swear something here: I haven't laid a single hand on her, both 
now and in the past. That doesn’t mean this is allowed, but I wanted to write 
it down. 


She was flabbergasted when I confessed my love to her. She didn’t know 
love, because she had never been loved and no one had ever told her they 
loved her. 


I was... ashamed of myself even before that for not teaching her what 
“beautiful” meant. But at that moment, I was truly so, so embarrassed and 
so sad. 


What a fool I am, I thought. 


I had neglected to convey my love to the person I was in love with. I was 
ashamed of that. 


Until that moment, I had plenty of time to grant this to her. I had always 
had it. If I could have mustered some courage, I’m sure I would’ve been 
able to say it anytime. I don’t know if she would have accepted it, but she 
would definitely have given me an answer in her own way. But I didn’t do it. 
I also warned her against deviating from our superior-subordinate 
relationship. 


I had this kind of period. A period in which I did things to her that should 
never, ever be forgiven. 


After the war, I dared to push her away and leave her. But in the end, I 
couldn't hold back when she was in danger and ended up revealing myself 
to her. Once we reunited, I apologized for my irreparable past and begged 
for her love. She’s... She’s an odd person herself, so she had been looking 
for me and kept loving me. Now, we’ve finally become just Gilbert and 
Violet, and we’re satisfied with that. 


My story with her ends here. Nowadays, we’re living what’s beyond that 
story. 


What a warped relationship — is that what you thought? Mother will surely 
not allow it. She’Il probably put the blame on one of us, and since I’Il take 
Violet’s side to protect her, I had imagined that the women of the 
Bougainvillea house would become our enemies. Still, you told me, “Do not 
run away. Fight. You were born as a child of this kind of family. Bring her 
over.” 


Being a Bougainvillea is both shackles and pride for me. 


I have no idea if you’ll stay with the same feelings you had once you read 
this. If you now want to keep me out of the wedding ceremony, it’s okay to 
do so. But I'll be grateful for my entire life that you made every effort for 
me. With my whole heart. 


—Gilbert Bougainvillea 


To Mr. Gilbert Bougainvillea. 


If only I could go from a southern to a western country in the blink of an 
eye. I spend the long early-autumn nights in this sort of reverie every single 
day. 


Major, have you not caught any colds? Is there nothing amiss? 


For whatever reason, when we spend a long time without seeing each other, 
several things start to lose their sense of reality to me. Our letter exchange 
is my support amidst this. 


There were even longer periods where we could not see each other. Even so, 
time feels prolonged for me, just as the long, long while that I was actually 
separated from you, back when I became an Auto-Memories Doll. 


I have not been functioning well lately. 


Ever since we have started holding hands for practice, I began to bear such 
weaknesses. Last week, too, I talked to President Hodgins about a dream I 
had... I will refrain from giving details, but I myself felt that I had become 
extremely weak. It might be because my training is not enough in 
comparison to my military days. I was so, so happy that you had returned to 
me... 


I have — yes — I have become a human being. 


Surely, you thought this just now was strange, did you not? I cannot tell you 
this directly, so please forgive me for confessing it through a letter in this 
fashion. Please forgive me for confessing that I am not worthy of you even 
though you are inviting me to your honorable sister ’s wedding. 


Being a tool is the right thing for me even now, so being treated as a human 
feels vague, like a dream. The fact that you told me you love me and that 
you treat me as a lover exist within me as something certain whenever we 
see each other, but once we are apart, it feels like a picture-book story that I 
read somewhere. 


Until now, I had been dealing with it by telling myself that this is just how it 
is, but lately, as I have grown weaker — no, as I have malfunctioned, I 


become confused whenever I think of myself as a human. There is a whisper 
in my head that says, “But you’re supposed to be a tool.” 


I am writing such strange things. Surely, it is difficult for you to understand 
them. 


During the days I spend thinking about you, there are times when my heart 
can grow so calm, but also times when I become unstable, as if I had taken 
some sort of damage. I am always asking myself why you chose a defective 
product such as me to be your lover. 


However, I already received an answer to this in words. Therefore, the fact 
that my heart — yes, I realize that I, too, have a heart — has been thrown into 
disorder like this is, in itself, something strange. 


Still, I find myself thinking over and over about the same thing, repeatedly, 
and end up at loss amidst waves of unease and joy. Until just a while ago, I 
was simply happy. It was just that, and yet, many things are now... 


“Terrifying”. Yes, they feel terrifying to me. 


I have gone through much scarier things. In the battlefields — yes, many. 
Back then, I did not feel fear. Even though such things happened, this 
change, my unstable self, the threshold between wild beast and human 
being — these alone are helplessly... dreadful. Even though I know first-hand 
that there are several, far more frightening things out there in the world. 


Why something like this? Why am I afraid of such a thing? 
My chest hurts, Major. It feels as if Iam stabbing myself. 


Nobody attacks me anymore. No one acts violent with me. I, too, will not 
kill anyone. I cannot be evaluated for it anymore. 


I am living in safety, without anything to fear, and yet... No, I was not so 
fragile even in times of danger. This is because my emotions have increased. 


My emotions. 


Iam attacking myself with my emotions. I am injuring myself. 


Is everyone like this? Is everyone else also swayed by their own feelings 
and spend their nights unable to sleep? Recalling memories of the person 
they love, as if clinging to them? Remembering their past and being 
dumbfounded upon counting their sins and shames? Do they attack 
themselves? 


My being strong was proof of my existence. Even if it is not now, it was in 
the past. 


Being strong is important. To me, at least. I want it back. 
This is not “me”. 


That is what I think, but on the other hand, I don’t want to lose these 
emotions that are overflowing non-stop right now. These two feelings are in 
conflict. After all, this is anew me, born from your love. 


I want to go back, I don’t want to go back, I want to go back, I don’t want to 
go back. These two clash and clash. 


Iam awfully exhausted, which affects my eyes. And so, I end up crying. 


I wonder, why do we shed tears, Major? They are unnecessary. Needless. 
Meaningless things. They make me act like a wild beast of whittled spirit. 
Turn me into a blade that’s no longer sharpened. 


Major, I had never cried much. I was not made this way. Wild beasts should 
not Cry. 


What an outrageous thing becoming human is. I had never given this any 
thought when I was a tool. That people, human beings, are living creatures 
who chase after a thing called happiness. The version of me who used to 
think of this almost as if I were watching it through a looking glass — where 
did she go? 


You took your time to love me. This made me into a person. Into a girl. Into 
a “version of me” who is loved. I was supposed to be helplessly happy 


about this. Yet I am tasting a sensation as though the ground had come 
apart. 


Will you show someone like me to your family? I might commit a mistake. I 
have prosthetic arms; will they not scare your relatives? Do they know I 
used to be a soldier? Will it not be more reassuring to you if you arranged a 
substitute instead of me? I... I... Am I... 


Am I not an embarrassment? 


Major, am I not an embarrassment to you? I find myself embarrassing. I 
finally understood this lately. I am. 


Regardless, Major, it’s so difficult to let go of your hand. Even if everything 
were stolen away from me, you’re all I’d want. I want you. I want only you. 
I’m so fond of you. All this time, all this time, only you. Truly, all along, 
only you. Ever since the first time you embraced me, it has always been like 
this. 


I am in love with you. 


Major, I had not been properly conveying this in words. Even though you 
had said this to me so earnestly countless times. 


If I say it, it’Il be taken away from me. I’ll be shot down and die. That’s 
what I felt, so I couldn’t muster the words out of my body. 


I was protecting it. Protecting my “I love you”. But now, even just 
protecting it is hard for me, Major. 


Tam in love. I am in love with you. I long for you. It overflows, non-stop. 


Since long ago, way before you told me that you loved me. I had been in 
love with you. I did not understand any sort of emotion, but I was in love 
with you. 


If you were to disappear from my world, I truly wanted to disappear as well. 
I stopped from doing that because you ordered me to live. I had to cling to 
your words. If I didn’t chase after your back, I couldn’t even stand up. 


Major, I am a defective product. How great it would be if I were a more 
suitable girl. 


I do not deem the way I was born and raised as embarrassing. Still, 
whenever I come across you, I instantly feel ashamed. 


Because you’re light itself to me. You’re light and Iam complete darkness. 


When you’re in front of me, I go back to being the wild beast that used to do 
nothing but chase after you as if yearning for you. 


Major, please, I beg of you. Please order me to act right. Please rebuke me 
harshly and tell me not to falter. If you do so, I will surely be able to take 
the desired conduct. 


When I am ordered to do something, I become capable of it. That is the only 
thing at which I specialize. If I think of it as an order, I can erase my 
feelings and do anything. If it is of use for your life, then yes, I can do 
anything. 


I do not mind if you only do it when necessary. Please turn me back into a 
doll. Please turn me back into a tool. 


Please do not think of this as painful. Please acknowledge my terribly inept 
way of living. If you do, I will surely manage to go through it without 
embarrassing you. 


I don’t want you to hate me. I want to keep chasing after your back forever. 
Please let me be by your side. I will make any effort if it’s for that sake. 
Please make good use of me. 


So, I beg you. This is a request. When we meet at your sister’s wedding, 
please give me an order. Tell me to behave as worthy of the Bougainvillea. 
Surely, if you say this, I will be able to do anything. 


Major, I express here my adoration for you. 


—Violet Evergarden 


To Ms. Violet Evergarden. 


Violet, by the moment you read this note, I’ll be heading to 
Leidenschaftlich. We need to talk. I want to see you and tell you that 
everything you’re worrying about and fretting over are groundless fears. 


When you suffer by my own convenience, it makes me suffer too. So much 
that I can’t even breathe. 


I'll visit the Evergarden estate on my day off. Let’s have a conversation and 
then let’s also tell the Evergardens what we will do from now on. I hope 
there were no changes to the itinerary that you informed me before. 


Anyway, I’m off to see you. Don’t worry. Have trust in me. 
With my whole heart. 

—Gilbert Bougainvillea 

To Ms. Violet Evergarden. 

How are you doing right now? 


I’m so sorry that we ended up passing each other. I also deeply apologize 
for bewildering the Evergarden couple with my sudden visit. 


You’re in the West now, right? The job of an Auto-Memories Doll is a 
handful. To think you’d go so far. 


I forced my circumstances to come here, so I resent that I have to 
immediately go back like this. I should have left some sort of message or 
letter behind. I wound up refraining from it since the other party was the 
Evergardens. 


Anyhow, I promise you have nothing to worry about. I want to tell you this 
directly and in good faith. 


Don't forget that I love you. There hasn* been a single time that I thought of 
you as embarrassing. The one I bear this feeling towards is mainly myself. 


Id be happy if you gave me an answer, even if it’s a short one. 
With my whole heart. 

—Gilbert Bougainvillea 

To Ms. Violet Evergarden. 


Are you doing well? I’m sure every day is busy for you, enough that the 
days are over in a blink of eye. 


I’m sorry for sending so many letters. However, I’m so concerned as to 
whether or not my last one put an end to your misunderstanding that I can’t 
help myself. 


I had never acted out in order to reassure you until now. I understand that 
this makes you distressed. I made you feel uncertain. 


Even though I’ve already saddened you so much until now, I have saddened 
you again to the point of making you write that letter, and I’m so sorry 
about this that I can’t handle it. You’re my everything, and yet... 


Violet, I love you. I want you to believe that I love you. Please, I want you to 
try to believe in that. 


Do I seem pathetic writing such a thing in a letter? I feel that I’ve always 
been like this in front of you. I’ve also showed you my crying face countless 
times. Even though I’m much more of a grown-up than you are. 


When I’m with you, I end up forgetting what I am and conducting myself 
like that. But you don’t say I’m embarrassing, do you? Same for me, Violet. 


The reason why I love you is that you’re you. This won't ever change. 


Do you remember that I told you I loved you most? You’re the one I one I 
love the most. Nobody else. It’s not that I won't find anyone else, I can’t. 
Because you’re the one I love most. 


If your answer is silence, I will accept that too. It’s fine as long as you give 
me a reply, so I want you to come see me. Even if it’s just one word, I’d be 
happy to get an answer. 


So you wrote your letters with these kinds of feelings while we were apart, 
huh. I want to apologize to you for that all over again. 


I'll say it as many times as it takes. I love you, Violet. Wholeheartedly. 
—Gilbert Bougainvillea 


An iron horse rushed amidst the nightly darkness. It cut through the quiet 
night. Its popular name was Femme Fatale. It had once been hidden in lieu 
of a hijacking incident, but its shine was back and it now carried several 
people while showing them dreams. 


In one of its private rooms, a man lay on the bed of what corresponded to a 
first-class guest bedroom, doing nothing but read a letter, not entrusting his 
body to sleep at the Femme Fatale’s irregular swaying. 


After reading the letter, Gilbert once laid it on the desk but then opened it 
again. He checked what was written in it countless times. He had been 
doing this on repeat ever since he had hopped into this train. He would open 
the letter, take in the feelings written on the paper and then—and then... 


He was deep in thought as to where she was and what she would be doing 
now, all while in so much pain. What would it be of them from now on? 


He was currently attempting to do all he could in order not to lose his only 
love. He was going to see her, no matter where she was, no matter what 
means he had to use. 


“Violet.” 


The night went on. It mercilessly left behind the people who could not get a 
single wink of sleep. 


Neither time nor life would stop for anyone. The now would soon become 
the past and the past would pierce through the present, and no one knew if 


the future could prevent that. If there was only one thing he could know for 
certain, it was the existence of the letter currently hurting his heart. 


It could be said that a letter was a truth — a heart — sealed in an envelope. 
Words that one could never say in front of the other person were easily born 
in letters. Getting hurt and displaying love was just so simple, precisely 
because the other party was not in sight. That was why it had a more lethal 
effect and caused more loneliness. What could be felt from the smell of 
paper and ink, as well as the strings of characters left there, was “absence”. 
And also the “time” that the other had spent for your sake. The more one 
missed the other, the lonelier they would be at the fact that only their 
feelings had been delivered. However, even if it were just their feelings, 
they wanted to deliver it. That was why people took their pens in hand and 
wrote down: 


“Dear you whom I love.” 


Chapter 5 


OK KK 


Dream Chasers and the Auto-Memories Doll 
oK OK ok 


Most likely, every continent had one such city. 


A city where lonely girls with nowhere to go and boys with nothing but big 
dreams would head to after breaking away from their homes, taking only a 
little bit of luggage and travel money with them. A place where they would 
bet their entire lives to take on a battle when boarding the night train. Both 
the people who actually knew said land and the ones who did not know it 
would advise others to go to it if they had a dream they wanted to realize. 


They would tell them to go to Alfine, the city of dream chasers. 


Located at west of the continent, said city presented itself resplendently. 
Although it was on the West Side, it was the territory and capital of the 
Republic of Fine, a neutral country that had not participated in the 
Continental War. Alfine was originally a city of artisans, as well as the 
place where engineers employed by the royal family of Fine used to live in 
during the pre-republican era. Home to all sorts of artisans conceivable, 
who made from handicrafts to weapons, the city stood out within even the 
whole continent, and since ancient times, there was even a saying that 
preached, “Ask Alfine whether this can or can’t be done”. 


Such were the origins of Alfine. Over time, the city of artisans had turned 
into a city of merchants. 


Even if they wanted to, skilled craftsmen could never break free from their 
relationship with the merchants who sold their goods at high prices. A 
person having talent was no guarantee that they would be able to capitalize 
on it. After all, those who could do everything on their own were few. 
Moreover, putting people to good use was a talent in itself, and merchants 
excelled in that field. Through its craftsmen and merchants joining hands, 
Alfine had succeeded in developing into a commercial metropolis, boasting 
an assortment of goods that nowhere else could compare. Opening to the 
public on a daily basis, the market in the city center was as vibrant as it had 
been since ancient times. 


Just after the end of the Continental War, which had left the continent with 
an enormous scar, Alfine had managed to achieve an even better advanced 
field. If there were any field attracting more attention than ever before, as a 
result of people wounded by the war seeking a new era once it was over, it 
would be the field of “artistic expression”. As in theater, novels, paintings, 
music. Meaning that many forms of “artistic expression” had their names 
thundering all over the world by way of borrowing assistance from 
merchants. Rather than being just entertainment, it had the power to move 
people. The city of dreams, Alfine, could quite literally be called a 
blooming flower by now. 


However, where there were sunny spots, there were also shaded ones. 
Precisely due to it being a city of dreams, one could clearly tell the disparity 
between those who had accomplished their dreams and those who had not 
just by looking. 


The city of Alfine was a circular one surrounded by tall walls. It was 
divided into three large sections: First District, Second District and Third 
District. 


The First District was, simply put, the district of the wealthy. Separate 
houses with gardens densely packed the area. Only influential people could 
live in it. However, the residences often became unoccupied, so the place 
made it easy to understand the logic that even the prosperous would 
inevitably decay. Those who obtained constant glory were actually not so 
many. 


The Second District was the center of the city, where the shops stood in 
lines. An array of artisan specialty stores lined up in rows, a market that 
opened at 5 AM, a theater, a bookstore, clothing stores and restaurants. If 
one were coming to the city for tourism, they by any means would want to 
stop by this district. As it faced the train station, it could be considered the 
gateway to Alfine. 


And then, there was the Third District. If the First and Second districts were 
places where the sunlight could reach, then the Third District was an 
obscured one. It was the farthest away from the city’s entrance, the train 
station. 


It was not as if all sections were cleanly separated, but one could tell in 
which district they were from looking at the buildings. The closer one got to 
the Third District, the more the beautiful exteriors of the constructions 
would fade one by one, and old houses of undetermined years of 
construction would increase in number. There would be few separate 
residences, apartment houses adjoined to each other as if casting their 
menace, and one would be able to see a commoner’s sight, which had a 
daily life feeling to it. 


New buildings, renovations and constructions were spreading all over in 
Alfine and its complicated structure made it look like a labyrinth town, thus 
it was the kind of city where one would soon get lost, even if they only did 
as much as transit around. The Third District was the only one in this 
complex city with such a hodgepodge-like configuration. It had no 
delightful gardens, no elegant cafés or even hotels where doormen would 
welcome the guests. 


A place scented everywhere with the smell of today’s dinner. Where 
everything — the yawning of cats, the howling of dogs and the laughter of 
children — could be overheard. That was the Third District. 


A young woman walked out of a certain apartment complex in the 
aforementioned district. The refined girl was clad in a noble blue cape. Her 
manner of walking had her spine tautly erect. 


The apartment complex was an old building with dead vines covering its 
walls. Perhaps the residents were ill-mannered, for the moment that the girl 
went outside, she tripped over something that someone had left over the 
pathway and almost fell. Dodging the unknown vases and decorative plants 
left there by the original residents, as well as a toy horse that some baby 
used to ride in the past, she went down the black iron stairway, her heels 
making clicking sounds. 


Early winter had arrived outside, but due this year’s winter being a warm 
one, it was not snowing yet. Perhaps having been kicked out of home or not 
wanting to go back to it, there were people absent-mindedly smoking here 
and there or sitting on a bench arranged by someone and feeding birds. The 
girl cheerfully greeted them. 


“Lady, are you going to work now? I’m about to go to sleep. Good luck 
with your job.” 


The gorgeous young woman, who most likely worked at nighttime, replied 
while waving her hand with a smile. 


“Lady, how about you spend the night with me this time? I don’t have a 
woman to sleep beside me tonight.” 


She would always elbow the flank of a gigolo who was never short of 
women and break into a run. As she ran, her dark blonde hair swayed as if 
undulating. 


She was probably sixteen years old. Coming out of the apartment complex 
all by herself, she was heading off to work in this big city. With the rise of 
independent women, this was not rare as of late, but since her facial features 
still retained childishness, people incidentally spoke to her out of worry. 


The so-called lady was that kind of girl. 


Her big, droopy eyes and small nose were adorable. Those were her most 
prominent characteristics, if they could be considered such. From an adult’s 
point of view, she was a girl that could be found anywhere. One who did 
not seem to have anything special and to whom people would advice, “You 


should think about your future before anything” or “How about getting 
married?” no matter how hard she worked at something. 


She was that ordinary type of girl. 


“Lady” was a common pet name for referring to girls in Alfine, even by 
someone whom they were not familiar with. In this city that showed and 
sold dreams, the replacement of people was incessant. However, even the 
people who resided in it permanently refrained from calling new residents 
by their names, instead giving them aliases, as if granting roles to fictional 
characters. Young women were “ladies”, young men were “boys” and all 
were “dreamers”. She, too, had introduced herself to the residents. Yet they 
had not kept it in mind. Being called “lady” so many times, she had decided 
to accept this custom and content herself with becoming one of the “ladies” 
of Alfine. 


When walking around the city, one could spot tons of names of famous 
singers, writers and actors in large posters everywhere. In this place, one 
had to be accomplished in order for people to call them by name. 


The dark blond-haired girl, who was still just a “lady”, was leaving the 
Third District behind and heading to the Second District. Although it was 
still daytime, it was unnerving for a girl to walk around the Third District 
alone. The flirty man from earlier was a trivial matter — there were several 
much drearier people around. Hence, the lady went on with a trot. 


Although there were helpful people and people who would greet her in 
passing, there were also those who would obsess with kicking others down 
and treating them with malice. They were particularly remarkable in this 
city, where people competed against each other for an opportunity to fulfill 
their dreams. In Alfine, disputes were as commonplace as the twittering of 
birds in the morning. Therefore, even as a man bumped on purpose into the 
lady while she was rushing in a stride, it was not much of a surprising 
situation in Alfine. 


“Ouch—” 


Knocked down by the belly of a fat man, the lady fell on her bottom on the 
spot. It was when she was about to enter the last passage from the Third to 
the Second District. The fact that the man was coming from the front had 
been visible to her, so the lady had turned to the side to give way. 


There were puddles on the path, probably because it had rained the day 
before, so if people did not give way to each other, their shoes and socks 
would be ruined. Since the lady was wearing brand-new shoes, this was a 
situation that she had wanted to avoid. If the man had passed first, they 
could have comfortably passed one another. However, the man deliberately 
bumped into the lady who had moved sideways on the narrow road. While 
stepping into the puddle. There was clear malice there. 


“Don’t come running into me like that! You just bumped into me on 
purpose, didn’t you?!” 


On top of that, the man made such claims. The lady was in a haze for a 
moment at the mud that had splashed onto her face, clothes and brand-new 
shoes. 


“You’re the one who did that! I had properly avoided you!” 


“No, you’re the one who bumped into me just now. What’re you gonna do 
about this?! My arm twisted from that! You’ll have to pay for my day of 
work today!” 


A simmering rage surged from within the lady’s stomach. Of course, she 
had not hit the man’s arm. The man’s belly had sent her flying in the first 
place, so his arm had nothing to do with it. The one who had fallen down 
and hurt her wrist was the lady. She had to refuse him with a firm stance. 
The talk had to be curt. She had to show that she would not yield to a man 
who believed that he would get his way just by speaking out with a loud 
voice. 


“T-[...” 


That was what she thought. 


“What’cha gonna do?! Don’t clam up! You’re gonna pay! Come on, show 
me your wallet! If you don’t pay, guess Imma call my pals over and sell you 
off to somewhere!” The man yelled angrily, stepping on the ground. Every 
time he did so, muddy water splattered onto the lady’s face and clothes, but 
the other party’s anger, which was close to madness, was so tremendous 
that she could no longer care about that. 


“T—] didn’t have any intention to...” the voice that actually came out of the 
lady’s mouth sounded like something other than determination. Those who 
were not accustomed to violence would be unable to act how they had 
pictured when such a situation was occurring. “I-I...!” As her body came in 
contact with the emotions and menace that the other person was throwing at 
her, as well as with the fear from the aggressiveness unreasonably struck 
upon her, she became incapable of moving. “I do not... have any money... 
Besides, I... h-had dodged...” 


No matter how clever a person was, the gears in their head would come to a 
halt, rendering them unable to speak articulately. There was a saying that 
went “let thy speech be better than silence”, but this was a case where doing 
that had led things to the wrong direction. There was no logic behind it. 
Regardless, whoever spoke louder would end up winning. 


“Hush, shut yer trap! C’mon, just gimme the money! If you don’t, I’ ll beat 
your face into a pulp!” 


Now the situation was all but blackmail on top of a false accusation. 


The lady looked around as if seeking help. There were curious onlookers 
observing her from the windows of buildings on both sides of the road, but 
once their eyes met with hers, they shut the windows. There were people 
behind her, but they turned back, not wanting to be involved in trouble. 
There was also no sign of the military police that circled around day and 
night to protect the public order of the Third District. 


“Don’t just stay quiet! If you don’t pay...” 


The only thing left to do for a lady living alone in this big city was to pray. 


—Someone help me. 

Anyone would do. 

——God. 

She had no idea where He could be, and yet... 

—Help me. I’m so scared that I can’t move my legs. So please. 
“Just do what I tell you, or else...” 

—Help! 

“.,..?’m gonna show what’ll happen to you!” 


The man raised the arm that he had claimed to be hurt. He clearly swung it 
down to strike the lady’s eyes and nose, but it never hit. The man’s body did 
a broad withdraw as if being sucked by something, and when he noticed, his 
feet had been scooped from behind him, his knees had been struck, and he 
had fallen to the ground. 


During the brief moment in which the man was falling, the lady’s frontal 
field of vision opened and she could see a person. It was too stunning and 
beautiful a woman to be showing up to someone in such circumstances. Her 
golden hair swayed loosely and her blue eyes seemed to _ shine 
conspicuously as if emerging from her white face. With a squeak of her 
boots, the one who had overpowered the man took a step forward. 
Wheezing, the man offed to a fountain square where people were happily 
eating and drinking the things they had purchased at the market. 


As everything seemed to be all right now, the lady stopped in front of her 
savior. “Haah, haah...” 


The other’s breath was not disturbed in the slightest. 


“Excuse me, I...” 


Come to think of it, the lady suddenly recalled, it was the first time that she 
was saying her name to someone else in a while. For whatever reason, 
giving her name in this city was extremely awkward. After all, she had no 
idea if she could become anything yet. However, she did not want to be the 
kind of person who would not properly introduce themselves and show 
gratitude in this sort of situation. 


“My name is Leticia... Leticia Aster... Thank you for saving me... If you’d 
like... please let me repay you for it. What’s your name...?” 


At that instant, perhaps because it was time for the fountain’s water art 
performance to begin, people broke into a cheer. Most of the people in that 
generally crowded square had their eyes stolen by the graceful movements 
of the waterfall. However, the lady — no, Leticia — was nailed to the person 
in front of her. 


“Tt is Violet... Violet Evergarden.” 


This gorgeous woman, who had a lustrous appearance and voice, was a 
person who had an extremely whimsical charm. She was wearing a 
stunning outfit that seemed to have come out of an opera play. Her figure 
was as Clean-cut as a doll. Even in this city, which gathered beautiful men 
and women from all over the world, Violet Evergarden had a distinctive 
presence. 


While a certain army colonel was waiting for a reply to his letter, which 
could never come, she was staying in this city due to receiving a request for 
a long-term job from a client living there. Said client was a well-known 
male composer. The request was for a music score notation job — something 
that she, who was so passionate about studying, had learned recently. 


The contents of the request were that she had to live together with the 
composer and, whenever he started singing, write down the tunes and do 
perfect transcriptions of them into music sheets. This role was originally 
carried out between the composer’s disciples and relatives, but perhaps due 
to his quirky personality, everyone had given up on it. 


Entrusted with the soundtrack of a certain work as a job, the composer was 
finally forced to hire someone, thus this work was contracted by the 
indication of a novelist. It was a mission of patience, but that was 
something Violet Evergarden did not have to worry about. 


If people had to take a test for their perseverance, she had the disposition 
for achieving full marks. 


In order to accomplish this task, Violet had not returned to the CH Postal 
Service in Leidenschaftlich for a while. Naturally, she had not received 
Gilbert’s letters, both of them living their lives in pain and passing each 
other. Having reached the final day of her work, after bidding farewell to 
the composer and being seen off by him, she was on her way back home. 
After a few transportation transfers from Alfine to Leidenschaftlich, she 
would be able to return to it. 


However, an incident had just happened there. 


“This is why I was here... but I just lost all the money in my possession, so 
you have saved me,” Violet said, well-manneredly consuming the bread and 
tea that Leticia had treated her to at a café, as a thank you for helping her. 


Leticia said after blinking repeatedly, “So you’re an Auto-Memories Doll 
who was working here, and you’re on the way back from your job...” 


“Yes.” 


“And while you were walking around the Second District, you got lost in 
the Third District, then came across me being attacked and helped me out.” 
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“And you have no money.” 


“Yes, not a penny.” 


“Eh, did you drop your wallet? Ah, or was it a pickpocket? There’s lots of 
them around here...” 


“The latter. I soon noticed that my wallet was gone, so I tracked down, 
identified and caught the culprit, but...” 


“But’ ert 


Her expressionlessness crumbling just a little, Violet lowered her eyebrows. 
“The other was... a child still in his tender years... The place where I 
captured him was his residence, but there was no one else there except for 
children like him... I found out that, apparently, they were all orphans 
living on their own...” 


With a suspecting face, Leticia asked, “Could it be you sympathized with 
them and let them have the money?” 


“No, I did not give them everything. Some of the children inside the house 
were obviously ill, so I had to take them to a hospital for treatment... and 
half of my money was gone.” 


“Wow... You’re such a good person...” 


“They were planning to go to an orphanage, and once I gave them the 
minimum amount for transportation costs, the weight of my wallet nearly 
disappeared.” 


Gobbling up the bread that she had bought for herself, Leticia stared 
fixatedly at the beautiful woman. She seemed to be someone who would 
call people by their name, not “lady”, even in this kind of city. 
Nevertheless, Leticia thought, she was overwhelmingly unsuited for this 
city. 


“Ms. Violet... I’m not sure, hum... and I’m not saying this to be mean to 
you, but y’know... you might have been tricked.” 


Violet’s movements came to a halt. 


“T know there are orphans living close to each other in this city. But those 
kids are, like, raised by the city, so to say... Nobody picks them up, but 
apparently, they earn their daily living from the help of the adults around 
them, and it seems that tourists are the only ones they go after for 
pickpocketing.” 


Silence. 
“T also got robbed by kids the first time I came to this city.” 


It was not as if she were reproving Violet’s actions, but Leticia wanted to 
give her some advice based on her own experience. 


“If you go get it back now, there should still be some volume in your 
wallet...” 


However, Violet quietly shook her head. “This might have been the case 
before. They might have been able to get by through nestling up to one 
another. However... they were really lying down with illnesses. Do the 
adults around them go as far as providing them with medicine? Drugs are 
expensive.” 


“Well, indeed... there might not be someone good-natured enough to go as 
far as giving them medicine... so they’d have no choice but rely on 
someone who’s crazy-rich... I wonder if there’s anyone that nice in the First 
District...” Upon saying this, Leticia regretted it. 


This was a place where victory and defeat were clearly visible, and the 
people living here were aware of that much. 


“Whenever I ask for help... I also can’t tell whether it’ll happen or not. It’s 
not the same sum as treating someone for breakfast...” 


If one sought good treatment and a good life, they had to fight for it. This 
was enforced in that city. A city where everything was for the successful 
ones. A city that was not kind to anyone. It was especially unkind to 
orphans who had been born there, and therefore did not know anything else 
or how they were supposed to live. 


“Even if it is as you say, Ms. Leticia, that is all right.” 


Fighting for something that could not be helped was painful. There was no 
salvation in it. 


“And even if that were a false illness... I believe it is best for them to know 
where they can go whenever they are in real trouble...” Violet whispered, 
casting down her golden eyelashes and giving the brooch on her chest a rub. 
“Even wild animals seek for flocks. I believe requesting for help... and not 
rejecting that request when it is asked of you... is something necessary 
precisely to those who know no asylum... That is what I think. This, too, 
can... open paths.” 


“Ts that so?” 
“Yes, but that is only my opinion. Just as you say, Ms. Leticia, I...” 


“No, that’s...” Unable to muster the words out for some reason, Leticia 
looked away from her, staring at the tea as it swayed in its pottery cup. 
“Sorry... about that, forget what I said earlier...” 


The color of the tea was clear. Almost like Violet’s words. 


She had also been seeking protection just a moment ago. It could be said 
that she had been driven into a corner. She wanted to ask for help, but 
everyone had ignored it as if ditching her. Most likely, she would have done 
the same thing if faced with the same situation. However, the one in front of 
her had come for her aid without even hearing her say “help me”. Albeit 
hypothetically, she had told said person that she might have been deceived, 
which was... 


—.,..no good. 
That was a bad statement. 


As she was so expressionless, Leticia could not speculate her emotions very 
well, but if she had done what Violet did and been told the same things as 


her, she would have been hurt. Due to receiving selfless protection from 
Violet, Leticia could feel the weight of her words even more. 


“Violet, are you seeking for help right now?” 
Therefore, Leticia mustered out the courage to ask. 


“T wonder. I do have some change, but it is not enough for me to go back to 
Leidenschaftlich... to where I want to return, so I am looking for a job 
rather than outright aid. I have only had two occupations until now, so it 
would be best if there were any work similar to them...” 


Leticia’s face turned into a bright smile. “Then, I’m going to introduce you 
to one!” She leaned forward over the table, her face drawing close to 
Violet’s. 


“Introduce... is it ghostwriting? If there were either that... or a security 
guard type of job...” 


“The first one is fine since I heard you mention it earlier, but isn’t the 
second one weird? It’s not that kind of job. But it’s a hire-by-day one, so 
you can get the money soon! Let’s go once we finish eating this. There’s 
never enough people, so it should be okay. They’ ll hire you in no time. The 
work feels like odd jobs, I guess. Like being a waitress, walking dogs...” 


“Walking dogs’.” 


“Rich people leave even walking their dogs to someone else. Strange, isn’t 
it? But it’s fun. Stay at my place until you save up enough money! I’ll cook 
for you too! Even if you use the railroad, it takes three days to go from here 
to Leidenschaftlich, right? If you work for about a week, you should be able 
to earn as much as the travel expenses for your trip back home.” 


“You are giving me shelter, I see.” 
“Ts that... ano? You saved me, so take it as payback...” 


“Ts it all right for me to receive that asylum?” 


It was precisely because Leticia already had the answer at the tip of her 
tongue that she answered, “Knowing that there’s a place you can go when 
you’re in trouble isn’t a bad thing... was it?” 


Violet blinked in surprise, and as she said, “I accept your assistance” after a 
moment of silence, the two young women decided to huddle together for a 
while in the big city. 


The time axis shifted a little from the same moment that Violet and Leticia 
had met. The stage of the story moved to a southern country — 
Leidenschaftlich. 


In the capital, Leiden, a man reached the CH Postal Company drenched in 
Sweat, even though it was winter. Having arrived through the 
transcontinental railroad after long hours, he had on a bitter expression, for 
reasons other than the fatigue of his boarding time. That was Gilbert 
Bougainvillea, an army colonel who bore a melancholic face. 


Gilbert opened the doors violently enough for the visitor-announcing bell to 
ring stridently. That was a crude gesture unbefitting of him. It prominently 
displayed his current mental state. 


“Tf it’s the reception desk for mail that you’re looking for, it’s this way...” 


When a clerk spoke to him in spite of her astonishment, perhaps finally 
realizing that there was no composure in his actions, he cleared his throat 
and requested her to call the president. Fortunately, in place of the clerk 
who made a suspicious face at him, the one who took over was the 
president’s secretary, Lux Sibyl, whom he had interactions with, so she 
immediately hurried in and intermediated for him. Gilbert reunited with his 
best friend without much waiting. 


“Gilbert! You were alive!” 


While thinking that he had heard this line before somewhere, Gilbert raised 
a hand in greeting. Lux served tea and snacks in the reception room that he 


had been allowed into. Gilbert, who had dignity to him no matter what he 
did, had something in him that compelled people to do their utmost. 


“President, we didn’t have any good sweets... I’ll go buy some right 
now...” Lux frantically rushed over to Hodgins. The height difference made 
them look like father and daughter. 


“Eh, that’s fine. It’s Gilbert.” 


“Wouldn’t you want to serve nice treats exactly because it’s Mr. Gilbert?! 
President, did you forget that you owe him for that incident from a while 
ago?!” 


Hodgins felt a little pressured by his subordinate’s fierce idolization of his 
best friend. “I-I’m sorry... but I think he’s also not in the mood to have tea 
at leisure.” 


“But...” 


“Tt’s okay, it’s okay... Now, Gilbert.” Hodgins laughed as he gazed at his 
younger best friend, whom he was seeing for the first in a long time. He 
was actually amused. It was rare for Gilbert to be in that state. “You always 
have your bangs slicked back so cleanly yet they’re falling down.” 


Being told so in a teasing manner, Gilbert brushed his bangs upward with 
an awkward face. He probably only made such facial expressions in front of 
his friend. 


“T couldn’t get a carriage, so I came running all the way here. Hodgins...” 
“Tt’s about Little Violet, isn’t it?” 
“T haven’t said anything yet, but... yeah.” 


“Couldn’t be anything else, right? Whenever you cast everything aside and 
take action... I understand everything, Gilbert-boy. Little Lux, what’s Little 
Violet’s schedule?” 


Upon being asked, Lux agitatedly took out her notebook. The notebook that 
she always had in hand was densely filled with memos. Perhaps her 
eyesight had worsened, as Lux read the notebook with her face close to it 
despite wearing glasses. 


“Ghostwriting business trip to Alfine... Huuum... She was originally 
scheduled to have returned to the head office already, but she hasn’t yet. 
There’s a chance that her hiring period has been extended over there.” 


“What’re her plans after coming back from Alfine?” 


“You said you wanted to let her rest for the time being, so she’s going to on 
a break for a while. It’s been few months since she had any.” 


“Then it won’t cause any problems to other clients, so she might’ve 
accepted an extension. When it comes to Little Violet, I leave extensions 
and things like that to her own discretion... When was she actually 
supposed to have returned?” 


“Five days ago.” 


“Tt wouldn’t be weird if she got in touch with us, then. Little Lux, go check 
the express letters of the in-house mail; it’s either that or a telegram... The 
in-house mail’s been piling up lately, so there might be some heads-up from 
her.” 


“T’ll go look right away!” Lux said to Gilbert instead of Hodgins as if 
making a declaration, then quickly put her small body to motion and left the 
room. 


Feeling that the situation had escalated because of him, Gilbert stared at the 
direction that Lux had gone, looking apologetic. “Is it okay for me not to go 
with her? I came here out of the blue and yet all that I’m doing is give her 
trouble... She probably has other duties too.” 


Hodgins gestured for Gilbert to sit on one of the chairs of the reception 
room, and then sat down himself. After confirming that Gilbert was seated, 
he spoke, “It’s okay, it’s okay. When Little Lux was injured, you arranged a 


hospital and an accommodation for her, right? She was really grateful for 
that, so she wants to be of help. My secretary’s a good kid. Let her do as she 
pleases.” 


“About that... Violet is normally the one who’s under your care... so I 
wanted to pay you back for it. Now I’m gonna have to pay a bigger 
price...” 


“That’s what bonds and favors are about, isn’t it...2 By the way, you’re 
back earlier than planned, but is it just for a short while?” 


“That’s right.” 
“For Little Violet?” 
“Well, for both of... us.” 


“Even though you don’t come back when it’s for me...” Hodgins said as if 
sulking, to which Gilbert replied with dismay. 


“Just try counting the things I’ve done for you. Think any other guy could 
do it?” 


Silence. 


One thing that immediately came to mind was that Gilbert had erased the 
documents that Hodgins was forced to sign by another company. They had 
been together since they were students, so he could not say anything when 
being told that. Hodgins feigned ignorance by whistling with his beautifully 
tinted lips. 


“The things you’ve done for me, too, aren’t things anyone can do. I’m 
aware of that. If not putting it into words makes you insecure, then should I 
tell you that I love you?” 


He almost let the teacup in his hand fall to the floor. Tremors ran through 
Hodgins’s body. As if to rid himself of them, he yelled, “Gilbert! You... 
You little...! Say that only to Little Violet!” 


The one who had given him the tremors had on an unruffled face. “I don’t 
want to say it either. Then don’t sulk anymore.” 


“What’s with you...2 You sure say some unbelievable things to me 
sometimes even though you’re usually so cold, huh... That’s bad for the 
heart when you’re used to cold treatment, y’know? Made me remember our 
days in the army... when we had to march submerged in a freezing river... 
My heart squeezed that much.” 


“You sure are selfish... Do you want me to care for you or not...?” 
“T want you to care for me in the appropriate way; get it right.” 


“Hodgins... if you’re going to call me ‘boy’, then can’t you act a bit more 
like my elder? More importantly... she’s back,” Gilbert said, confirming 
that there was someone behind Lux as she came in trotting. A blond, 
beautiful young man who looked like Violet, except with different colors. 


It was Benedict Blue, who had a magnificent turnover from deliveryman to 
the president of an affiliated company. 


The air around him and his appearance had changed a little from before. 
The heels that he liked to wear were the same as ever, paired to a slender 
jacket and matching pants, his hair shorter and an earring added to one of 
his ears. His androgynous beauty was already there before, but an adult-like 
sex appeal suitable of his job title oozed from him. 


“Benedict, what’s wrong?” 


Benedict briefly glanced at Gilbert, but then looked back at Hodgins 
without saying anything to him. “I was nearby so I came over. I had 
something I wanted to talk about before the next regular meeting. By the 
way, don’t pile up the in-house mail. Why won’t someone else fill in for 
that unless I do it myself?” 


“My~, how shameful of us... the coordination to fill in for the stuff you 
used to do hasn’t been put to use yet. There’ll be two or three of you being 
born eventually.” 


“That’s kinda gross, so stop it. I’m just myself... Also, this is it, right...?” 


The name of the sender written on the letter that he brusquely held out to 
them was “Violet Evergarden”. Apparently, he had excavated it from the 
company’s post, which had stagnated due to personnel changes within the 
corporation. Most likely, unable to ignore the petite Lux as she was almost 
falling into the mailbox, he had helped her out. The hand that held the letter 
was right between Hodgins and Gilbert, but Benedict retracted it broadly to 
the side the moment that Gilbert reached out to it. 


Silence. 


As if to tease Gilbert’s quiet irritation, Benedict said, “Mr. Soldier, that’s in- 
house correspondence. Get what it means? Confidential.” 


“Tt seems you hate me quite a lot.” 


“Tt’s not about hating or liking. Doesn’t matter if you’re dating V or 
whatever; I just can’t forgive anyone who makes her feel down. You’re way 
older than V and yet you’ve got no qualms, do you?” Lux mutely hit 
Benedict’s flank, but he continued speaking, “I’ll probably never be able to 
stomach the things you’ve done and are gonna do to her. ‘Cause it looks to 
me like you’re jerking V around.” 


Lux’s attack had now turned into a series of fist strikes using both arms, but 
regrettably, as she was light and delicate, it did not work on Benedict. 


“Violet and I don’t exist to please anyone. That’s our problem alone.” 


“Nooope, she ain’t just your girl soldier anymore. She was your 
subordinate, yeah? If that’s how it is, she’s my little sister figure, she’s 
basically a daughter to the Old Man and she’s Lux’s best friend. Plus, she’s 
an awesome Auto-Memories Doll to the clients that she met. She doesn’t 
belong to just you anymore.” 


Strangely enough, Hodgins was looking at Benedict with a slightly uplifting 
gaze. At first, he showed signs that he was about to try to stop Benedict, but 


now not anymore. After all, Hodgins knew that if Benedict were being 
hostile for real, he would not leave it as just that. 


“But V’s in love with you.” 

This was Benedict’s pick-off throw. 

“Tf you... snatch her from us...” 

As well as his ultimate concession. 

“.,.or make her unhappy...” 

And, most likely, forgiveness. 

“Are those your conditions to show me the letter?” 


“That’s right. ‘Cause it’s confidential. You may be lovers or whatever, but 
we have no obligation to let you know where our employee is and what 
she’s doing right now. But she’s been sad lately...” 


Silence. 
“That’s also probably your fault.” 
ie Pees 


“Listen up; you gotta deal with the things you’ve done on your own. Make 
V capable of smiling the next time I see her.” 


At last, Gilbert properly directed the gaze that he had cast away towards 
Benedict. Upon closer look, he did resemble Violet a little. Golden hair and 
beautiful eyes. Those eyes conveyed the truth that this man cared for the 
woman Gilbert loved as if she were his actual sister. 


“She rarely ever smiles. It’s hella hard... Make sure you do that in 
exchange for receiving this.” 


He had a rude attitude, but there was no lie in his affection. 


“Understood, Mr. Blue. But Violet has been smiling around me more often 
lately.” 


“You! You didn’t have to say that, did you? Can’t you compromise with me 
a bit more?!” 


Hodgins snorted without thinking. The talk between Benedict and Gilbert 
was almost like the ones they used to have in their youth. Hodgins and 
Gilbert had also clashed at first. 


Hodgins squeezed himself in-between the two men who were quarreling 
because of a woman. “How about we leave the argument as that and just 
open the letter to take a look at the contents? I’m curious too... Little Lux, 
lend me a paperknife.” 


Lux already had it in hand before Hodgins even asked. It was a special CH 
Postal Company paperknife. He carefully opened the letter. There was a 
message from Violet to the CH Postal Company inside. It had only a few 
lines of simple words written in neat calligraphy. 


“Eeerm... I’m gonna read it. “Due to losing all the money in my possession, 
I have no prospect of returning as of now. Fortunately, I found myself a 
supporter, who introduced me to a job through which I can secure 
transportation expenses. My scheduled return date has already passed, but 
the current bookings for me are a few ways ahead, so I would appreciate it 
if you could treat this as a vacation... For now, I shall list here the address 
of the first place where I will be staying. Violet Evergarden’...” 


For a moment, a heavy silence drifted among the gathered four. Although 
their feelings were somewhat different, they all had one thing in common. 
Violet Evergarden never asked them for help in such circumstances. This 
was her resignation to it. 


Lux opened her mouth after everyone had heaved a sigh, “That’s very much 
like Violet, huh?” It was a thoughtful remark in her own way. If Gilbert 
were not present, she would have said, “Violet, you dummy! Why don’t you 
ask us for help?!” 


“Did she drop her wallet...2? Did something happen...? She should just pick 
one. It’d be great if she had written, ‘come pick me up’ or anything like 
that, but telling us to treat the days that she won’t come back like the 
vacation that she was scheduled to have is just...” 


Benedict was exasperated at this point. She was his dear little sister figure, 
but he did not like that part of her. If she were there, he would have hand- 
chopped her head. 


“Really... why did she make that decision...? If she had asked someone to 
come pick her up in that letter, I could understand.” 


“She’s blunt about the weirdest things, yet she’s all reserved in times like 
that.” 


Gilbert, who had lived with and educated Violet for four years, listened to 
the conversation between them with pained ears. 


— Must be my fault. 


He could not refrain from thinking that the nature of their relationship and 
the fact she used to be a weapon were big factors as to why she ended up 
having that type of personality. 


“Ah-~, hey...” As if noticing what Gilbert was thinking, Hodgins spoke in 
order to change the topic, “Well, that’s also a lovable side of Little Violet. 
More importantly, we have to decide if we should really wait for her return. 
She’ ll probably come back without us having to worry, though...” 


“That’s right. If it’s Violet, I think she’ ll definitely come home no matter the 
means, but...” 


“T won’t wait for her return. I’ll go pick her up myself.” 


Hodgins raised a voice of dubiousness at Gilbert’s stirring statement, 
“Gilbert, will your work be okay? Little Violet’s in Alfine. Be it by railroad 
or car... or even if someone from the mail service like myself sped up 
through the shortest routes I know, it’d take a day and a half to get there.” 


“This talk was leading there to begin with. I came here after leaving my 
work to the subordinates that I brought up and taking a one-week break to 
stay over.” 


“Won’t you two pass each other even if you go there...?” 

“Maybe. Even so... I’m going.” 

Two emotions, one regarding his “best friend Gilbert” and one regarding his 
“being the guardian of Violet Evergarden”, fought each other inside 


Hodgins, causing him to worry about every single thing. 


—Why is it that all the people I like are reckless fellows that just can’t be 
left alone?! 


Hodgins had concluded that Gilbert going through the trouble of taking a 
break from work to come over meant that the relationship between the two 
of them was about to collapse, to the point it had to be mended in person. 


— You should try harder to go in the direction of living happily. My heart 
won‘ last. 


Being so altruistic, he found himself thinking about other people’s problems 
as if they were his own. 


“See ya, Hodgins.” 

“No, wait.” 

“I’m off.” 

“Hold on, I’m gonna check if there’s anything I can do.” 
“T owe you one.” 


“I’m letting you to wait up—wait, you blockhead! I’ll manage with my 
connections and arrange someone to look for Little Violet in Alfine!” 


Gilbert nodded, but did not take off the cloak that he had put back on. “I 
see. Then I’ll be on my way in the meantime.” Apparently, he did not intend 
to yield his decision of going to pick her up, even if out of stubbornness. 


“Geez~! Shouldn’t we wait for the result of that before going out? What’re 
you gonna do if Little Violet comes back tomorrow?!” 


Gilbert went silent for a moment. Hodgins’s worries were understandable to 
him. He was not a child. He was an adult man with a position to hold. 
Rather than looking for her and taking action at random, he should go for 
something more certain. That was undoubtedly an ideal course of action for 
a grown-up. 


“If so, it'd be a relief that she’s safe. Even if we pass each other, I’m fine 
with it as long as her safety is ensured.” 


However, not working in logical ways is what emotions are about. 
“Hodgins... Indeed, she’s probably all right. I think so too.” 
The so-called “infatuation”... 


“But my going to look for the one I love is a whole different matter. 
Whether she’s fine or not, I’m going there to protect her. I’d never cut 
corners when it comes to her.” 


...was an effect of “love”. 


At Gilbert’s words, Lux naturally clasped her hands against her chest while 
Benedict went red up to his ears, his face twitching. 


“Colonel, I... even if people oppose to your relationship, I’1l root for you no 
matter what.” 


“You... sure... can say... something like that... in front of others, huh?” 


The one they had spoken to was making a nonchalant face at the different 
reactions from each of them. “You can say whatever you want. I love her 


more than you think. And I’m sure I made this clear before, but... if it’s 
about being a watchdog, I come out on top.” 


The next insult that Benedict wanted to say caught in his throat at Gilbert’s 
words. “You serious?” 


“T don’t know what you’re referring to, but when it’s about Violet, I’m 
always Serious.” 


“That so?” 


Benedict had asked if he was serious both for Violet and his own sake. Most 
likely, there would be questioning eyes looking at him in the same way as 
Benedict from now onwards as well. 


“Hodgins, no matter how many times you stop me, I’m going.” 


And Gilbert Bougainvillea would continue to love Violet Evergarden, even 
if he had to thrust them aside. Benedict finally understood now that this was 
the kind of man he was. 


“Aah, geez...! Gilbert, you’re such an impatient guy! I get it, I get it! P’ll 
call the phone lines that get through to Alfine and try to connect to it, so 
when you get there... huuum... Little Lux, gimme something to write on!” 


On Lux’s notebook, Hodgins frantically wrote down the name of a liquor 
store in Alfine that his house, which was a commerce, did trading with. 
Gilbert folded it carefully and put it in his cloak’s pocket. When he 
attempted to leave again with a “see you then”, his arm was pulled. 


Biting his lip and making a face like he was holding something back, 
Benedict quietly said, “Wait...” 


“Something the matter?” 


“Y’know, you can... go to Alfine from Leidenschaftlich’s train station, but 
it’s faster to get over the bridge with a car and go from the station of the 
next town.” 


“T see. Thank you for this useful information, Mr. Blue.” 


“1’m not done talking. ‘Nyway... ’ve become a CEO, so I came here on 
my new car... Not to brag, but it’s a pretty fast one.” 


Silence. 
“You’re a rich guy, so you’!l probably order a carriage or car from someone. 
If you wanna go there as fast as possible, get in my beloved car. If we hurry 


now, there’!l be a train for you to board. What’cha gonna do...?” 


His attitude was brusque and not even as flattery could his manner of 
speech be considered friendly. 


“Tf you don’t wanna go in my car, do whatever you want.” 


Regardless, even someone like Gilbert, who was not close to him at all, 
could understand that this was his best attempt at kindness. Seeing his shy 
expression, looking as if he were enduring something, anyone would be 
able to. 


“You have my gratitude, Mr. Blue.” 

“Stop calling me that.” 

“Mr. Benedict.” 

“Stop, stop—just ‘Benedict’ is fine. I won’t use titles with you either.” 
“T’m truly grateful, Benedict.” 


As Benedict clicked his tongue and said, “You’ve got a debt with me, 
Bougainvillea”, Gilbert laughed in front of him for the first time. 


The story of two young women huddling close to each other was unfolding 
with Alfine as its stage. Such was the daily routine that Leticia Aster 
usually did by herself. 


After waking up in the morning, she would douse into soup the hardened 
bread that she had bought from the bakery on the previous day and eat it. 
And then, she would go do waged work first. Those were short-period jobs 
that did not take more than three hours. 


Once her busy time from morning to noon was over and she was able to 
have a meal, she would head to the next place. She would go from the 
Second to the First district to walk big white dogs that a popular actress 
doted on. They were three in total, so the slope she had to climb while being 
pulled by them was quite literally the way to hell. 


After returning the dogs to their home, she had a short break until her 
nighttime job. She would stare at the lovely dresses lined up in the show- 
window of a clothing store that she looked up to. They cost a sum that she 
would never be able to afford, so she in fact could only look at them. Her 
very hectic day was usually a one-person battle. 


“Do you like that dress?” 
“T do.” 


However, she now had a limited-time roommate, whom she could not call a 
friend nor an acquaintance, by her side. 


Said roommate was a very eccentric girl, who at first glance appeared 
docile and frail, giving off an air that she had never lifted anything heavy in 
her life, but in reality, this was by no means the case. If anything, she 
moved around a lot and worked well. 


While Leticia washed three dishes, she had already washed twenty; while 
Leticia was pulled around in circles and lost her breath over a single dog, 
Violet would be strutting and carrying the dogs that had become tired of 
walking under her arms (which Leticia advised her to stop, as that could not 
be considered taking them on a walk). 


As she flawless and expressionlessly did twice the amount of work of an 
ordinary person, her figure was almost like a mechanical doll. This was 
Leticia’s first time ever meeting an Auto-Memories Doll, so she had no 


idea, but there was no way that all of them worked like Violet. She simply 
had the disposition of a hard-worker. Even though she had only just started 
on those jobs, Leticia was the one learning from watching her most of the 
time, making the latter often impressed. 


Reflected in Violet’s blue eyes was pure-white dress made of scattered lily 
petals — the one that Leticia had said she liked. 


“Looks like it’d suit you better than me,” Leticia said in earnest. 


However, Violet immediately shook her head in disagreement. “These kinds 
of things do not fit me. I have prosthetics, after all.” 


Having already been living with her for a few days, Leticia already knew 
what lay behind the creaking of Violet’s hands. As well as how cold and 
hard a touch they had. 


“They also have wonderful long-sleeved and long-glove dresses. What 
about that one?” 


However, it was not rare to see amputees, even in Alfine. Although the 
Great War had ended, the era of the people who had lived through it was not 
over. Even now, everyone was still fighting against the aftermath of a war 
that should have come to an end. 


“The ones with capes are cute too, huh?” 


As Leticia was still a girl, she did not know what do to when meeting 
someone who had a story that she was unfamiliar with. 


“Leticia, come to think of it, the price in the tag has... become cheaper.” 
“No way! That’s true... I see. Surely they’re planning to change this show- 
window. Eh, but even with it being cheaper, it’s still expensive... If I had a 


dress like this... I could also...” 


“Shall I add my money to that? Perhaps it will suffice if I do.” 


“But then, Violet, you won’t be able to go home. You’re putting the cart 
before the horse... Still, thank you.” 


Violet made a slightly regretful face. “It would be great if there were better 
jobs...” 


“For real... It’s enough to live, but not to buy the stuff we want, right>?” 


Most likely, this was something that people from everywhere across the 
globe would think at least once. Ever since money was invented, people 
were all but swayed around by it. 


“How my parents and everyone else were so rich is... nothing but a mystery 
to me now.” 


“Ts your family wealthy?” 
“Yeah... but I’ve left home, so it’s got nothing to do with me.” 


Looking reluctant, Leticia took her eyes out of the dresses and started 
walking away, Violet chasing after her with a delay. There was spare time 
until their nighttime work, so the two were wandering about, for they had 
nothing to do in the Second District. Violet, who was not the best at aimless 
action, could only follow her around. As they walked in silence for a while, 
the bell of the clock tower standing in the middle of the Second District 
rang stridently. The duo involuntarily stood still. The clock tower then 
started playing a song that served the purpose of informing the time. It was 
a sweet and gentle sound, similar to the tune of a music box. 


“Tt’s ‘Star of Dawn’ today.” Her melancholic aspect of earlier dispelled, 
Leticia turned to Violet with a smile. 


The one she had tured to was tilting her neck. “What would ‘Star of 
Dawn’ be...?” 


“You don’t know it? Never sang it when you were little?” 


“T have no memory of being taught such a song. It would have been of no 
use to teach me many songs as a child, so I support the decision not to.” 


“T-Is that so...? This is a pretty well-known nursery rhyme, though... This 
clock tower plays a different song every time it tells the hour. The ‘Star of 
the Dawn’ goes like this...” After taking a breath, Leticia began singing 
with a beautiful voice that reverberated loud and clear, which one would not 
expect from her appearance. 


“Overlooking the eastern skies, the Star of Dawn shines in the sky before 
daybreak 

If you are crying, look at it this beauty will cease your tears 

You, who were once in your mother’s arms, and who are now crying that 
you can’t stand up, 

Are forever staring at the same thing 

Overlooking the eastern skies, the Star of Dawn shines in the sky before 
daybreak 

It’s always looking at you 

The Star of Dawn watches your life as it goes on 

Overlooking the eastern skies, even should you close your eyes, 

The Star of Dawn shines down on the whole world 

Overlooking the eastern skies, 

Even should you die, right before you close your eyes 

Overlooking the eastern skies, 

The Star of Dawn shines” 


As the music ended, with facial traits that still retained childishness in them, 
Leticia smiled and said, “That’s the kind of song it is.” 


Silence. 


Dumbfounded, Violet moved her hands as if being manipulated and 
applauded on automatic. Leticia had sung for Violet, but the people in their 
surroundings also gave little claps. 


“T-T-Thank you... very much.” 


Even in the middle of the city, many entertainers earned change with their 
art in the Second District, so people might have thought this was her case. 
As a passerby commented, “You have a good voice”, she bashfully replied 
with gratitude. 


“You are good at singing,” Violet said as if awe-inspired, which caused 
even more joy and bashfulness to well up within the depths of Leticia’s 
chest. 


——If it’s now... 
Leticia looked into Violet’s eyes. 
——If it’s now, I might be able to say it. 


Those blue eyes were as transparent as glass, reflecting the person opposite 
to her. 


“1’m hoping to become a singer.” 


After voicing this, Leticia thought, “I really said it”, and immediately 
regretted it. Whenever she told someone that she aspired to be a singer, the 
reaction she would receive in return was already obvious — it was either an 
apathetic “do your best” or being told to “live a decent life instead”. 


This was not limited just to those who wanted to become singers in 
particular. Talking about one’s dreams was, in fact, a very simple think, yet 
it was sometimes treated as if it were a problem. Those experiences were 
the reason why Leticia’s mouth was so heavy. 


On top of that, Leticia was a mere “lady” in this city. “Lady” Leticia had 
nothing, and yet she spoke of her dreams. This was already registered in her 
mind as an embarrassing action. 

“«Singer’,” Violet muttered what she had been told as if to confirm it. 


“Yep... singer,” Leticia muttered it in the same way. 


Once she said it, the fact that this was indeed true even for herself pierced 
through her. It pierced her chest rather sharply. Whenever she said it to 
someone, the words would gain power. 


—Aah, I... 


This had always been the case. 
—I...I... 


Still, talking about it to someone from the same generation as herself was 
what put the nail in the coffin. 


——T really do wish to be a singer. 
She was a dream chaser. 
“Will you laugh?” 


She was still a dream chaser, who did not want anyone to ridicule her 
confession. 


Violet Evergarden took a short while to decide on how to respond to the 
question. The light footsteps of children running around the winter city. The 
shoe sole noises of someone walking steadily with heels so high that it 
seemed like her legs would crumble at any moment. The sounds of pigeons 
flying from one roadside tree to another. So much time passed amidst the 
stillness created between the two of them that all of these things could be 
heard quite clearly. 


Was it that difficult a question? Leticia gradually became unable to bear it, 
hanging her head as if to stare at the ground. As Leticia closed her eyes, a 
voice devoid of its usual dignified ring, from which she could feel 
hesitation, finally ensued. 


“T will not make fun of you.” Violet gave an extremely sincere answer. She 
spoke so normally that it turned into just a daily conversation. To Leticia, 
this topic was an essential one in regards to her life. 


— Well, Violet’s got nothing to do with it, so I guess that can’t be helped. 
However, perhaps stuck on something, Violet continued with an inquiry, 


“My apologies for taking so long to reply. I was thinking... Leticia, why did 
you tell me that while expecting me to laugh at you...?” 


Silence. 


“T felt that it was a very important question. Therefore, I took some time, 
reflected on it and answered with my honest feelings, but did I hurt you 
with that?” 


“Nope.” 

“T’m glad.” 

Silence. 

“Regardless, I did not understand why you assumed that I would laugh.” 
“Erm... about that...” 

——This girl is an uncoverer. 


At that moment, for whatever reason, that was what Leticia thought. Being 
with Violet made her feel this way sometimes. It was like peeking at the 
image of herself reflected on a water surface, like seeing herself reflected 
on a mirror while holding another mirror, and also like uncovering her own 
grave. That was how Violet made her feel. 


“That’s... Well, you see...” 


But this was not an unpleasant way of being exposed. After all, even if she 
dug up a grave that she did not want to be exposed and were faced directly 
with a disagreeable reality, her roommate would not run away from it, but 
would instead stay there for her. And then, quietly, she would ask questions. 
She would think of the other person and properly listen to them. As she did 
this, Leticia found herself wanting to speak up in spite of her 
embarrassment and shyness. 


She wound up asking with trembling lips, “I mean... isn’t it awkward?” 


Yes, aS one would expect, the more she explained the matter in detail, the 
more embarrassing it was for some reason. 


“Tt’s already a business that’s grown so quickly after the war.” 
After all, she had not accomplished anything yet. 


“And yet, even when we say it’s a form of art, most adults tell us that it’s 
just for amusement.” 


She would then attempt to protect herself by listing all sorts of reasons. 


“That this kind of thing... is just young people fooling around and not 
looking at reality... and stuff... like that.” 


It would be great if she had more confidence when talking about it. 


“They say we should find jobs that are useful to people and poke fun at 
WSaa~ 


She simply liked to sing. She enjoyed it very, very much and just wanted 
others to listen to her. That was what she wanted to do with her life, and she 
wished to have more confidence when saying so. 


“T’m a nobody, so when I talk about it, everyone tells me these things, as if 
they’re trying to make me wake up from a fever... When this goes on 
repeat, you become unable to say... with confidence... that you’re a 
wannabe singer.” 


“You were told that?” 
“About a hundred times already...” 
“You asked a hundred people?” 


“No, not that many... H-Hum... that’s why, Violet... I’d wanted to ask... if 
you, too... if even you... were going to mock the fact that... someone like 
me is aspiring to be a singer. That’s all... Sorry, I kind of asked a 
complicated question, didn’t I?” 


There was a short pause. Violet had probably discovered common ground 
between Leticia’s answer and her own self-questioning. 


“Leticia.” Violet displayed herself slamming one of her gloved prosthetic 
hands onto the other. “I am an ex-soldier. These were attached to my body 
after I was injured.” 


“Tsee...” 
“Back when I was a soldier, this was necessary.” 
“T see.” 


“After the war, following my occupation as soldier, I changed jobs to Auto- 
Memories Doll. I still did not understand at the time, but the president of 
my company has excellent foresight, and after the war, the so-called postal 
companies... the so-called Auto-Memories Dolls were a necessity. Because 
many people are unable to write for several reasons, but they were finally 
able to afford spare time for wishing to deliver their feelings. Of course, 
they were needed during wartime as well... but they did not suffice...” 
Violet was looking back at Leticia with eyes more determined than before. 
“Tf this business grew after the war, that means it is now necessary. So is my 
ghostwriting job. It is needed now.” Her glowing eyes reflected Leticia, 
who was still a nobody, while accepting her. “So... you are not an 
embarrassment. Even if someday... you are not needed anymore, much like 
myself when I was a soldier...” 


Violet’s words sounded almost as if she were saying them to herself. 
“Is that so?” 


After saying this, she nodded and whispered once again, “Even then, you 
will not be an embarrassment.” 


“Violet, do you also have times when you think of yourself as 
embarrassing?” 


Silence. 


“Sorry; you don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.” 


Violet moved her hand to touch the brooch on her chest. However, she 
stopped midway, her hand hovering in the air, all but balling into a tight fist. 
She then gave an answer that Leticia could never have predicted. 


“When I think about... the person that I am in love with, I find myself 
embarrassing.” 


Leticia was taken aback. Through the four seasons, a lot had happened to 
her on this year as well, while she lived her life aiming to be a singer, but 
this winter was when she heard the most surprising thing of the whole year. 
As in, that the doll-like young woman in front of her was in love. 


“You have a lover?” It looked ridiculous, but both her hands and voice were 
shaking. 


“Yes.” 


The impression she had when looking at Violet changed dramatically from 
just one second ago. 


“Eh, no way. Is that so...? Eeh... Is that so...? Y-You’re a grown-up...” 


Until just earlier, she somewhat had the impression that Violet had no 
humanness in her and moved as adroitly as a doll, but now her humanity 
had increased a hundred fold. 


“Violet, you’re such an adult...” 
“T have just realized.” 
“Realized what?” 


“That I have no confidence... When it comes to my beloved, I lose 
confidence. Leticia, I thought that you do not have to mind the things you 
talked about. But if I were told the same thing, it does not seem to me that I 
would be able to dispel this feeling... If we lack confidence, dreams also 
turn into an embarrassment.” Violet then muttered little by little, “So 
embarrassment is linked to not having confidence. Whenever I am with the 
object of my affections, I feel that I — that my existence — is too unsuitable 


of him... That is embarrassing... I have no confidence.” Her voice sounded 
awfully lonely. 


“Violet, it’s all right.” 


She did not know what was all right. However, Leticia spoke up. She 
reached a hand out to Violet’s hard prosthetics and gripped them as if to 
warm them up. 


“Tt’s all right, so...” 


While saying it, she herself thought about what an irresponsible and 
meaningless sentence this one was. Still, this girl responded to her with so 
much innocence. She sympathized with Leticia. Therefore, Leticia wanted 
to say something that would dismiss the abstract “fears” that plagued the 
two of them. Although Leticia had no god, she wanted to pray for Violet’s 
sake. 


“Tt is...2 It does not affect my daily life activities,” Violet gave a completely 
unexpected answer, tilting her head. 


As if to assure her, Leticia said over again, “It’s all right.” 
— So Violet is the same. 


Albeit feeling bad for her, somehow or other, Leticia had received courage 
from that fact. 


— Everyone has something about them that is embarrassing. 


This loneliness, shame and agony were not merely something of hers, but 
also of the person in front of her, she realized once more. Everyone had a 
terribly fragile bit in the depths of their hearts, even if they did not show it. 


“That’s right; wanting to be a singer and having a dream isn’t an 
embarrassment.” 


Having it poked would cause them to feel pain and shed tears. Having it 
warmed would give them happiness, but even then, they would shed tears. 


Everyone had one such something. 

“Yes. Leticia, your dream is not embarrassing.” 
Therefore, chasing a dream was not shameful. 
“Yes ” 


“Thank you... but... there’s another thing that I find to be embarrassing... 
It’s that I can’t be considered talented the way I am. There’s lots of people 
who are better at it than me.” 


“Ts that so?” 


Violet was innocent. That was exactly why Leticia spoke as innocently to 
her. “Yeah, I have no talent,” she said as her chest ached acutely. “There’s 
lots of people who can sing like me and this city is filled to the brim with 
them, so just being able to sing a little well... can’t be called having a 
talent.” 


Leticia’s eyes reflected the countless people who, much like herself, were 
living in this city and chasing their dreams in the Second District. 


After this, they went to work as helpers in a small theater-restaurant on that 
same day. 


The establishment’s configuration would be an odd one in other places, but 
in Alfine, there were several of them. People would enjoy shows while 
relishing in food and chatter. The main performances were song plays and 
dances, and Violet and Leticia were to arrange the props and assist the 
people featured in said shows to change clothes. 


Perhaps it could not be helped that Leticia asserted she had no talent. The 
standards were high for everything in Alfine. All of the people participating 
in the show mastered the arts, and from the point of view of those who 
lacked it, they were effortlessly displaying a praiseworthy artistic 
performance. Anyone who had listened to Leticia’s voice would know that 


it had something special to it, but if they were asked whether it was 
outstanding or not, they would not be able to tell. 


This city had as many gems as there could be. 


At first, Violet was reprimanded for the lack of energy in her greetings, the 
owner of the restaurant disappointed that “a useless one has arrived”, but 
with time and effort, such impressions were cleared away. She was not 
friendly, but just one time was enough for her to memorize what she was 
told, and once she memorized it, she would do everything before anyone 
said the word. She could also do accounting and was polite. 


Although she indeed was not friendly, people gradually started finding this 
to be adorable in her. Amongst the show’s singers and dancers, she was 
referred to and registered as not “lady” or “dreamer” but as “Little Doll”. 
She would listen to the endless talk of unpleasant guests, and whenever 
drunk men trespassed into the backstage, she would be twisting their arms 
and taking them out before the guard came over. 


“Little Doll, Lady, see you. The snacks we gave you won’t last long, so 
make sure to eat them today.” 


“Yes; good night.” 
“Good night.” 


What Leticia liked about this nighttime job was that people who had 
realized their dreams as performers of a big theater would sometimes treat 
someone like her, a youngling who was still a dreamer, sometimes strictly 
but mostly with kindness. As dream chasers would experience a poor daily 
routine until earning the foundation of their lives through performing arts, 
they were often given food. As Violet was also there, the ingathering had 
doubled. 


“What kind of snacks did you get?” 


“What are they, indeed...? Candies and... baked sweets.” 


“T got a combination of cookies. Amazing; we could have a tea party with 
that, huh?” 


“Were we not out of tea?” 


“Uhuhu... I sneaked some in from the theater, so we have it. Let’s have a 
nighttime tea party, Violet.” 


“You should not do that...” 
“T’ll repay the debt someday when I achieve success.” 


Upon returning to Leticia’s home, the two held a small tea party. The 
apartment complex, which had rooms that could not be said to be good ones 
even as flattery, was most certainly freezing, even though no cold wind was 
blowing. The two boiled water and covered themselves with blankets, 
snacking on the tea and sweets while leaving the curtains just slightly open 
to gaze at the night view that spread out from the Third to the First District. 
The terrain became a little higher as it went from the First to the Third 
District, so they naturally could see it from above. 


“Sorry for the room being like this. It’s cold, isn’t it?” 


“I often do camping when I go to unexplored regions to work as a 
ghostwriter, so I am fine with it.” 


“Violet, must people be as sturdy as you in order to work as Auto- 
Memories Dolls?” 


Due to the fact that the two had just recently talked about dreams, their 
conversations were more lively than before, but since Violet would go quiet 
if left alone, Leticia was mainly the one who spoke. At work, Leticia’s role 
was mostly to listen to people’s orders and instructions, as well as hear 
complaints, so the presence of someone who listened to what she had to say 
made her talkative. 


“T see... So, Violet, you’re an orphan, but now you have a family that took 
you in...” 


“Yes. It is no overstatement to say that I was taught everything about lady’s 
etiquette over there.” 


“Tf they taught you something like that, they must be very wealthy. Violet, 
wouldn’t it be okay for you not to work?” 


“The two often talk to me about this, but I was taught the meaning of doing 
this job by many people. I do not have the option to quit working. Besides, I 
am no longer a child, so I can feed myself on my own. For me, no matter 
where I go, there are people who will welcome me when I return home... 
This alone is enough.” 


These words stabbed Leticia. She brought the ends of the blanked that she 
was wrapped in closer together, gently attempting to warm up her steadily 
pounding heart. 


pal Perse 

This pain was definitely something that would not go away. 

“Y’know, there was never any inconvenience for me, but I left home.” 
Unless she talked about it. 


Leticia Aster was originally the daughter of a good family. She was a girl 
born not in the big city but in a remote region fitting of its idyllic landscape, 
to a household of wealthy farmers. 


Never was she made light of just for being from a family of farmers. Raised 
by her father, who had solidly laid the foundation as a leading figure in the 
whole area, Leticia was a young mistress through and through, referred to 


as “young lady this”, “young lady that” by the people around her since she 
was little. She herself accepted this situation quite naturally. 


Leticia had been taught the etiquette that Violet had learned at the 
Evergarden house at a much younger age. If Leticia were to be defined, she 
would be “someone born in an extremely blessed environment”. 


Her parents had decided to have her live without any inconveniences even 
in the future. 


By the time that Leticia was eight years old, her parents were already 
discussing at what age she would marry her fiancé and where the ceremony 
would be held, leaving the people in question out of the conversation. Her 
partner was going to be the eldest son of a merchant that her father had 
always wanted to add to the administration of his business. Their fathers, 
who were friends, had decided everything on their own accord for the two, 
as they had been born in the same year. 


Nevertheless, Leticia had also accepted these circumstances quite naturally. 
She was looking forward to marrying that person, having children with him 
and growing old surrounded by said children. 


The other was always kind to her in front of her parents, and everyone 
around them expected her to play her role as a “young mistress”, so 
corresponding to it was what she must do. It was all she could do for the 
people around her. That was what she used to think. 


“But, you see, I was surprised. One day, that person... told me something. 
That he didn’t like me in the slightest.” 


It had happened suddenly on a certain day. 


Their wedding was still ways ahead, but whenever their relatives gathered, 
the two of them were treated as a set without any questioning. On that day, 
just as always, Leticia’s and her fiancé were together at their relatives’ 
gathering. When they did so, they would receive many “thankful 
comments” from the adults. Such as, “After you get married, it’s best to 
have one boy and one girl” or, “Once you join as a member of the 
administration, Ill let you do this kind of work”. 


Leticia was grinning as she listened to it, but her fiancé yelled out of the 
blue, “Shut up...!” 


Most likely, he had never shouted in his life. He had clearly exaggerated — it 
was Close to a scream, as if hurting other people had hurt him as well. And 


so, leaving the astounded people behind, he ran away from the place. 
“T went after him. I chased him and asked why he had done that.” 


Leticia conceptualized her fiancé as someone who was always smiling 
gently. He was the person who would go into a pond to retrieve her hat 
when it flew off, not minding getting wet up to the knees. The person who, 
should there be any festivals happening nearby, would prioritize Leticia 
over playing around with his friends and escort her to it. No one would 
envy her marriage with him — that was what she believed. 


“T questioned him. And then, he... yelled at me.” 


She had never imagined that there would be a day when he would angrily 
shout at her. 


“Because you’re... Because you’re an idiot,’ he said.” 


The person she had chased after was not the fiancé that Leticia knew. It was 
just a terribly upset, bawling boy. Even as seen from the side, he was in a 
state of chaos and out of his mind, so what he told her at the time was 
something like badmouthing that he had surrendered to his emotions, but 
even now, Leticia remembered it word by word. 


““T never liked you as a girl and I don’t wanna marry you. How did you 
become so submissive? How can you stay quiet when people tell you things 
like that on repeat? Why don’t you think? Something’s wrong with your 
head. You and everyone else are all idiots. A bunch of idiots who stopped 
thinking,’ he said.” 


Under the shadow of a windmill in the countryside, contrary to the bucolic 
scenery, he yelled at Leticia in a fury-driven manner. 


“He said it many times. That I definitely didn’t want it. That there had to be 
something else I wanted to do. ‘We only live once, but you and everyone 
else don’t understand that. Why do we have to do whatever our parents tell 
us? You and all of them are crazy,’ he told me, over and over...” 


Back then, she felt that the fact he was crying had a bigger impact on her 
than the fact she was hurt. He was that kindhearted and smiley at all times. 


“T couldn’t do anything except clutch the hem of my brand-new dress and 
tremble.” 


Sadly, Leticia had truly never thought that she did not want to marry him. 


“In that moment, I realized that my life, my peace was made up of someone 
else’s restraint.” 


Accepting of her fate, Leticia used to love her life in her own way, without 
thinking of anything. Having been born as a rich young lady in a remote 
countryside, it was precisely due to Leticia being blessed that “thinking” 
had never been widely necessary for her, thus she had never practiced it. 


She truly had never disliked it. Never questioned herself about it either. But 
he had always been thinking. In that gentle land that felt like the end of the 
world, he had always been thinking about it, the depths of his heart clouded 
in smoke. 


And so, as a result of this, he became disgusted of everything that 
surrounded him, even of himself, who had the role of mediator, and 
destroyed it all. Along with the heart of a “young lady” named Leticia 
Aster. 


“After being told that, I went home crying. I cried a lot. ‘Aah, everything I 
used to believe in were all lies,’ I thought. Being nice to me and celebrating 
my birthday without fail were obligations to him and he didn’t like it. That 
made me really sad... You see, that was my first heartbreak... But, y’know, 
after I cried so much, I noticed something. He had mustered out the courage 
to do that because he wanted to choose his life for himself.” 


Thus, the story went back to the current “lady” Leticia Aster. 


Covered with a blanket as if wearing a bridal veil, Violet was looking her 
way. Her eyes seemed somewhat worried. Even now, Leticia could say that 


she had moved on, but she had gotten back on her feet, enough to be able to 
talk about it. Therefore, she showed a smile, as if to tell Violet not to worry. 


“So, this was the first time that I thought about my life. He said it again and 
again. ‘We only live once. You and everyone else don’t get that. Why do we 
have to do as we’re told if we only have one shot at life’... I was hurt, but 
this resonated with me so much. And then, I remembered that, before my 
parents told me that I had a betrothed and things like that, I was a child who 
liked to sing... I’d forgotten about it, or rather... the Continental War 
happened, and although my hometown was pretty far from the wartime fire, 
I was told that it was imprudent to go about singing, so I hadn’t been 
singing all that time. But then I started singing under the starry sky when no 
one else was around. And so, the act of singing quickly grew bigger and 
bigger in me... It’s not something to replace that person, but just like that, I 
got addicted to singing, almost as if I’d fallen in love. And before I realized, 
I had left home and arrived here. Once I did, I laughed. There are countless 
other girls like me. Dreaming girls... No, not just girls; there are also many 
boys in this world. I was like, ‘What~... I thought I’d had such a turbulent 
life, but I was just an ordinary girl’...” 


That was a slightly lonely way of putting it, but reflected in Violet’s eyes, 
something about Leticia shone brightly. She was talking about her dreams 
in a corner of a big city, inside a room that did not even have enough 
lighting. Even if she lacked power, the figure of this living dream chaser 
sparkled even in the pitch-darkness. 


“But, y’know, it’s okay... I only have one shot at life and I’m the 
protagonist of it, so for me... I’m special... That’s why it’s okay...” 


Silence. 


“Sorry, I kind of have always been living by myself, so... it looks like there 
were actually lots of things that I wanted to tell someone. The tea... has 
gone cold, huh?” 


As Leticia said this, Violet replied that she had accidentally become 
absorbed in listening to her. This was Leticia’s first time being told such a 
thing, thus she was quite bashful. 


“You flatter me. I’m just a dream chaser that you could find anywhere.” 
“So people who chase after their dreams are called ‘dream chasers’?” 


“That’s right. This city is filled with people like that. It’s rarer for somebody 
not to be one.” 


“T am not one...” 


“Violet, you have no dreams? Like something you want to do in the 
future...” 


Silence. 


“Since you have a boyfriend, living together with him someday... and stuff 
like that... is also a dream. As for me... my dream of marrying someone 
who I thought to be my lover was destroyed... and smashed to pieces in the 
end, so... Violet, I want you to be happy...” 


“T will think about it. Please wait a moment.” 
“Huhu...” 

“Leticia.” 

“You done thinking?” 


“No, this man... would he not be pleased to know that you are chasing your 
dreams? Perhaps you could... talk to him one more time or tell him your 
current situation through a letter...?” 


By the looks of it, while analyzing her own dream, Violet was also thinking 
of Leticia. Despite smiling, Leticia’s chest ached bitingly. 


“That’s... not gonna happen, I guess. He left our homeland before me... 
and before he left, I told him that I was also going to try doing what I 
wanted to do. When I did so, he told me, ‘Someone like you can never be 
anything’ and left.” 


Silence. 


“1’d always been doing what my parents told me and never decided 
anything on my own, so I couldn’t make big decisions by myself... I should 
keep living in safety while being protected by other people, is what he 
said.” 


That might have been his way of showing kindness. However, this wound 
up deeply engraved into Leticia’s mind. Unrelated to her extraordinary 
voice, her principle of action to not show it to people was noticed by 
someone else before she could notice it herself. 


“This pissed me off, so I left home as if to rebel against it... So, well, being 
told that might’ve done me good...” 


“T think not.” 


This time, Leticia burst into laughter at Violet’s composed retort. “But, if it 
weren’t for those words, I probably wouldn’t have left home, so...” 


“Words have power.” 
“Hm ?) ” 


“I believe words that restrain people like this... can even turn into 
something akin to a curse.” 


“Never thought a word like that would come out of you...” 


“T have been an Auto-Memories Doll for several years, after all. I have seen 
instances where words bound people down, others where they gave them 
shine, both granting power to them and stealing it away from them.” 


Perhaps that was true, Leticia thought. She had the feeling that, from now 
on, she would surely remember his words when making a big decision of 
some sort. “Someone like you can never be anything”. Scared, Leticia 
shook her head as if to stop thinking about it. 


“Violet, are you done thinking?” 


“If I were to speak while my thoughts are not yet in order... That person 
would have no gains from being with me... I wish for his happiness, but if 
there is anything that I would consider as my own happiness, it is to be by 
his side... However, if I were to think of his happiness, it would be best for 
me to be away from him...” 


“Wait; this is too hard.” 


“Tt is. Do dream chasers never give up on chasing their dreams? Or, if they 
feel like giving up, what should they do?” 


“Dream chasers live in and run along their dreams. We can’t stand not 
chasing a dream. No matter how much we’re trampled or ridiculed, we still 
chase our dreams...” 


“Even then, you chase your dreams.” 


“Yep. We do get embarrassed and try to quit midway... but in the end, 
before we realize it, we’re chasing them again. Today... you listened to me, 
Violet, so I got a lot of energy to pursue my dreams.” 


“IT was merely listening.” 


“You lent me an ear. You didn’t make fun of me. These things... aren’t 
commonplace. Just that is already a very wonderful talent.” 


“* A wonderful talent’ ?” 


“Violet, if you’re uncertain... wouldn’t it be better for you to properly listen 
to what your boyfriend has to say...? I just got a personal feeling that 
listening is extremely important.” 


“Leticia, when I look at you, I find myself thinking... that it would be great 
if I also had a dream... Dream chasers have something like a force of 
attraction to them.” 


“Ts that so...? Ehehe. Even if you don’t have anything you want to be, it 
might be okay if it’s a place you want to go or something you want to eat.” 


As Leticia said so, Violet opened her mouth as if a thought had just dawned 
on her, “The autumn colors of Roswell are beautiful and the cityscape of 
Drossel brims with flowers.” 


“Hm?” 


“The nights in Iustitia, the capital of astronomical observation, look almost 
as if there were gemstones scattered about in the sky, and the gifts of nature 
from the D’ Arthur Region’s Jacaranda River are something to behold.” 


“H-Hm?” 


“T want to show these things to the person that I am in love with one day. 
Surely, he will look at them with crinkling eyes. He is the kind of person 
who goes horse riding on his days off and enjoys nature.” 


Yes, it was then that Leticia finally understood Violet’s remarks. 


“Tf I am allowed to have a dream, I would like to share with that person the 
beautiful sights... that I have seen.” 


This was her dream. What a modest dream it was. However, both her eyes 
and her manner of talking were seriousness in itself. 


“That’s wonderful.” Leticia became very happy for some reason, not even 
thinking about teasing her for it. “Really wonderful.” 


Smiling with her whole face, Leticia affirmed Violet’s dream. And then, 
before going to sleep, the two of them decided to sing just for a little bit. 
With low voices, as if they were telling secrets. Leticia also sang love songs 
for Violet’s sake. Like two skylarks nestling close to each other, they came 
to a mutual understanding, and so dawn broke. 


The night in which they talked about their dreams became a small turning 
point for Leticia. 


Thanks to someone else listening to her story, Leticia became even more 
determined to pursue her dreams, resolving to sing in the streets other than 
doing auditions in theaters. It was difficult when there was no audience, but 
with Violet accompanying her, she was able to muster courage. 


Time flexibility was the only thing that the dream chaser Leticia had going 
on for her, and so, as she made sure to sing in a fixed place many times a 
day, her voice echoed so strongly that one would not believe it was coming 
out of her small body. There were people who came up to talk to her and 
invite her to auditions, but as she readily went along with the invitations, 
she was met with unreasonable situations, such as explanation meetings for 
suspicious goods and requests for her to be a model for paintings, to which 
her singing was unnecessary. In the model case, she was offered a large sum 
by a dubious man at the meeting place, as well as other things that Leticia’s 
train of thought could not conceive. 


“VIOLEEET!” 


On such occasions, she made sure to call for Violet, who would be waiting 
outside. 


“Violet, I’m so glad you’re with me! I’m so glad you’re with me!” 


As Leticia said this while crying, Violet could do nothing but stroke 
Leticia’s shoulder. 


“T don’t have an eye for people... or luck.” 


This was Alfine. The city of dream chasers. Many young people gathered in 
it to pursue their dreams, but that was not all. There were just as many 
adults preying on said young people. 


Even so, as a dream chaser, Leticia sang in the street the day after being 
deceived. 


On her own, Violet had a certain thought crossing her mind, and so she 
went to visit the composer of the First District. The composer was taken 
aback. Of course he would be surprised to have the person he had hired, 


whom he believed to have already left the city, visiting him. However, after 
listening to the story of Violet’s current situation, he immediately offered to 
cooperate. The composer had also intended to ask Violet for an additional 
job while they were at it. 


This visit would later bring great connections. 


While Violet’s daily life in Alfine hectically went by, Gilbert and Benedict 
were in the latter’s car, arguing over which of them was closer to Hodgins. 
Seen off by Benedict after shyly shaking hands with him during their 
farewells, Gilbert boarded the sleeper train. All he had left to do was worry 
about Violet. This quiet agony gnawed at Gilbert’s body and mind, but as he 
was still healthy and youthful despite being in his thirties, it only managed 
to weaken his stomach and guts. 


With each and every person on the move like this, one could not help but 
admit that human beings were such busy living creatures. Everybody 
thought of somebody. A person would care about another, and one tiding 
would summon the other, making destiny move in unimaginable directions. 
In any case, those were probations and good news granted to people who 
put themselves to action. While receiving the probation, they would not 
know if there would be any good news. However, once the good news 
arrived, there would be a moment when everything would come to light, as 
if the fog that hindered their field of vision was clearing away. 


If there was any deity of fate, they were unmistakably fond of mischief. 
“Violet...?” 


If a renowned Auto-Memories Doll were to reunite in a certain city, where 
she was staying due to unforeseen circumstances, with a famous novelist 
that she had met in far-off days, during a time when autumn maple leaves 
were floating on the surface of the water, then said novelist would write 
down in one of his books that this was a prank from the god of fate. 


“Master...” 


To Violet, he was one of many masters, but that was not the case to him. 
Rebellious red hair, thick-lensed black-rimmed glasses and, although his 
outfit was giving off a more polished air, his sensitiveness to cold had not 
changed. 


“Violet, so you really were still in this city... I heard about it. Crowley is 
working you to the bone, isn’t he? Ah, wait a minute, you don’t recognize 
me, do you...? I hired you a pretty long time ago, after all... I’m...” 


“Lord Oscar, who lives in Roswell.” 


As he was replied to with so much certainty, the features of Oscar, who was 
now becoming popular again as a playwright, slowly crumbled. “Yeah.” 


Somewhere inside, Oscar had the expectation that, if it were Violet, she 
would remember him. She made it come true magnificently. 


“That’s right. It’s me, Oscar. Violet, I’m so glad that you seem to be well.” 


Their reunion was truly a happy one to him. Violet’s eyes crinkled at 
Oscar’s smile. 


“You smiled,” Oscar whispered in surprise. 
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“This is the function called ‘smiling’. 


“It’s not a joke when you’re the one saying that. I’m glad you seem well... 
I’m really happy to see you.” 


“Yes, me too... I was hoping that there would be a day when we would see 
each other again. Lord Oscar...” After a rare display of slight unease, Violet 
opened her mouth again, “Your umbrella.” 


“Hm?” 
“T always walk around with the umbrella that you gave me.” 


“Aah... that makes me happy. Thank you.” 


“T am not an Auto-Memories Doll at the moment, so I do not have it with 
me... but I always... bring it along. It is a very good product, so I can use it 
no matter where I go.” 


“Yep... it’s a pretty good product, fitting of you.” 


“T had planned to show myself with it the next time we saw each other, 
Duta.” 


“Eh, hold on. I accidentally let a remark slide... Did you quit being an 
Auto-Memories Doll? But why?” 


Violet glanced at Leticia, who sang amidst a crowd. Today, too, she was 
singing. Perhaps realizing that Violet had not been looking at her, she sang 
while giving her a “Who’s that guy?” kind of look. 


“Tf I were to explain... it would take... a little while.” 
“That’s okay; I’m so curious that I couldn’t live otherwise. Tell me.” 


“Is that not an exaggeration...? I have not quit, but I need money, so I am 
doing other jobs. It is a secret... but there is something that I wish to 
purchase, so I accepted an additional job by the composer Lord Crowley. 
Lord Oscar, did you come see Lord Crowley?” 


“I’m commissioning my next work to Crowley, so I came here to have a 
meeting with him. Back when I was with you, I’d never have imagined that 
a shut-in like me would come to Alfine all the way from Roswell... Hum, 
y know... if you would, can’t we talk a bit more? I want to apologize for 
introducing you to that obstinate Crowley, so how about a quick meal...? 
Besides, if you tell me what your situation is right now, there might be 
something I could help you with... Ah, I don’t mean it in a weird way. 
That’s not it at all.” 


From the sidelines, Oscar’s words must have sounded as if he were courting 
a woman. However, in his heart, he merely wished to relish in his reunion 
with someone he was seeing for the first time in a while, who had helped 
him fulfill a promise to his late daughter. Even after so long, his feeling that 


his daughter would indeed have turned out like her if she were alive had not 
changed. Neither had the fact that he wanted her to have lived. 


“Yes; I do not have to work today, after all.” 


As Violet accepted it right away, Oscar had to calm his chest down with 
rubs. Although his personality was not fundamentally a cheerful one, he 
gave her a bright smile in a natural manner. “Aah, but wait a moment. Can 
we go after you tell me that girl’s name? My next work is also a script for a 
play and the actors have already been decided, but we’re going to create a 
theme song and sell it. She has a good voice, so if she doesn’t already 
belong anywhere else, I’d like to make a proposal to her.” 


“By ‘that girl’ do you mean the one in the middle of this crowd surrounding 
us right now?” 


“Yep. I wonder if she already belongs to some group... No, she probably 
does...” 


“She does not.” 

“How come you know that, Violet?” 

“Lord Oscar, she is a dream chaser, currently pursuing her dreams.” 
“Violet, w-why are you coming at me with so much pressure...?” 


“T have information that is extremely valuable for both of you. By all 
means, please wait until she finishes singing.” 


“Got it. Pll wait. Violet... erm, I’m happy and all, but it hurts a lot when 
you hold my arm like that...” 


By the looks of it, Violet had become unusually emotion-driven due to the 
bizarre connections that people could bring about to one another, so she did 
not let go of Oscar’s hand until she was done introducing him and Leticia to 
each other. Once the song was over, Violet hurried to bring them together. 
Leticia was in shock as Violet headed her way while holding hands with 
someone. 


——Fh, is that her boyfriend? 


She had understood it completely wrong, but as they finished their 
greetings, the misunderstanding was solved. And then, once again, she 
received from Violet her biggest surprise of the year. 


There was nobody in Alfine who did not know about the playwright Oscar. 
“Leticia, he sees good prospects in your singing.” 
“T think you have a good voice, Leticia. Is it okay if I call you Leticia?” 


He was such a big shot that just speaking to him would make one break into 
dance. She had heard through rumors that he was quite a moody person, but 
the one beside Violet looked like a kindhearted adult man. 


“N-No... ’m not worthy...” 
“If you’d like, why don’t you join an audition that isn’t open to the public? 
I’m from the staff and I’m looking for individual participants, but I haven’t 


found that many. I’m considering recommending you.” 


Leticia’s face convulsed at the sudden developments. She was happy. So 
happy that she could not help herself, yet her heart ached as if it were being 
spanked with a stick. The noises that entered her ears sounded vague. Her 
throat was dry and her eyes became sore from being so wide-open. 


“What can you sing? Can you use a higher voice too? Or do you specialize 
in lower pitch?” 


Violet looked uncharacteristically happy. Leticia had to thank her for 
making this encounter happen. However, her voice did not come out. 


“Leticia is good at anything.” 
—Don‘ say that. I’m not. I mean, I havent yet... 


After all, Leticia... 


“Well, how about it, Leticia?” 
...Was still a “lady”. 
— Aah. 


It was then that Leticia realized. She understood. Surely, she had conformed 
herself once again. 


She had come to this city chasing after her dreams. She knew what reality 
was like, but had been doing her best without yielding to it. But the feeling 
of wanting to go back to her hometown one day existed somewhere within 
her. 


After all, if her dreams ever happened to come true and if she turned into 
someone with a name other than “lady”... 


—...I won't get to blame anything on anyone anymore. 
Suddenly, her fiancé’s face crossed her mind. 


Until now, she had somewhat held a grudge against her fiancé for hurting 
her. But just how much had she been spoiled by him for those words to 
surface in her mind? 


—This is my life. 


The moment that the gears started spinning, she became scared and felt like 
throwing everything away. Because running away was definitely easier. 
Giving up was simple and facing it was trouble. Depending on each person, 
making decisions could be a big burden. And it was exactly at times like 
these that the person’s trauma would attack them with no mercy. 


“Someone like you can never be anything.” 


“T’m sorry, but the load is too heavy for me.” Before she realized it, Leticia 
had spouted words that completely contradicted her feelings. 


After that, her memory was cut short. If she was not mistaken, she had the 
impression that she walked the way back home. Violet had called her 
countless times from behind, but she did not turn around. 


Looking back on what she had done, Leticia had her face burning in shame, 
then became pale. 


—TI have to apologize. 


To Violet and to Oscar. Both of them. They had tried to do her a favor, yet 
she was rude to them. 


She frantically stood up, but her legs had no strength, and so she fell down 
in her room. She was able to confirm that she was in her bedroom, but 
Violet was not there. 


Putting on a coat, as she went to the apartment complex’s outer corridor, she 
ran into a fellow female resident. It was currently evening and she was 
about to go out earn money in the world of the night. 


“Ah, Lady.” 


As always, she was referred to as “lady”. Even though she might have been 
able to become somebody, she had thrown it away on her own. She had 
talked so much to Violet about what dream chasers were like, yet when the 
chance came to her, she ran away. 


In the end, that was how far she could go. She could not be anything 
anyway. 


“You finally woke up... Thank goodness. It’s already time for you to go to 
work. Y’know, that blonde girl who’s been living with you lately.” 


“Violet...?” 


“Yes, her. She said that if you woke up, you should stay home and not go 
looking for her.” 


Silence. 


“She was going to work in your place, she said. Also, wait just a bit... 
Oscar!” 


This was the nth event that had her flabbergasted today. The one that the 
female resident had called over from downstairs was no one other than the 
very person that Leticia had ditched. 


“Leticia woke up! Come here!” 


Oscar raised a hand, climbing up the stairs. Leticia was in panic rather than 
surprised. 


“Eh, h-how?!” 


“You mean Oscar? Dunno. I just got to know him a while ago. He was put 
off about going into a girl’s room without permission, so he told me to call 
him when you woke up. I accepted it and said it’d be okay in the meantime 
that he was smoking. He’s such a gentleman, isn’t he? Is it normal to wait 
outside even though he wasn’t smoking at all? Violet said you passed out 
after you came back home, so did... some sort of big deal happen?” 


Silence. 


“Tt’s fine if you don’t wanna tell me, but go thank them.” Saying this, the 
woman announced that she was headed off to work, her heels clicking as 
she dashingly took her leave. 


Left behind, Leticia faced Oscar, who shrugged his shoulders, looking cold. 
She had to say something. Or so she thought, but she was unable to squeeze 
the words out. 


“Leticia.” 
“Y-Yes!” Her voice came out in disarray. 


—TI can’t take any more of this. I’m such a pathetic idiot. I wanna die 
right here. 


Keeping a distance from Leticia, who looked like she was going to cry, 
Oscar spoke, “I’m sensitive to cold; what about you?” 


“E-Eh...?” 
“Also, my favorite food is soup. Because it’s easy to make.” 


Oscar had begun to talk voluminously about himself out of nowhere. In 
general, this information was nothing much. After listening to all of it, she 
was able to understand that he was an artist who lived a somewhat 
crumbling life. 


“Also... Also, that’s right. I’m striving towards using the rest of my life... 
to create works that will make my late family happy. I guess that’s it... Now 
tell me about you.” 


“About me?” 


“Yeah. Just to put it out there, I won’t give up just because of what 
happened. Artists like you are usually too delicate, hard to handle, self- 
important, ignorant to everything other than the things you like, and try to 
challenge yourselves even though you’re cowards. That includes me. So it’s 
not like you’re the first person to run away from me after I made an 
invitation.” 


“Ts... that so?” 


How strange. Was it because he had told her about his own nature? Albeit 
only by a little, the fear she had felt when meeting him for the first time was 
fading. It seemed stupid of her, but she finally could see him as a human 
being of flesh and blood. 


“First, I want you to know that I’m not scary. And then, if needed, I can 
also explain everything to your parents, and if you’re insecure, I can even 
keep saying that it’s all right until you’re not insecure anymore.” 


Silence. 


“Y’see, weirdoes like us who chase after their dreams might be 
embarrassing, but don’t you want to show people things that only those like 
us can do, and entertain them late into the night?” 


“Did Violet... tell you anything?” 
“No, she didn’t. But you’re just the archetype.” 
Silence. 


“You’re an ordinary, stereotypical dream chaser, and also the kind of girl 
who runs off when scared.” 


Silence. 
“But your singing is incredible.” 
In that moment, those words made Leticia Aster think. 


—TI don’t want this. I really do want to chase my dreams. I don’t want to 
run away. 


That she did not wish to remain a “lady”. 


—I’m scared. My tab for never deciding my life by myself is coming to me 
now. But... But... this person praised my singing. 


She herself thought that he was such a simple guy. An irresponsible and 
alarming one, too. 


However, he had given her courage. 


This novelist was still a dream chaser as well. Although he was an 
accomplished adult, he believed himself to be an embarrassing person. 


“Are you really okay with picking me?” The words came out properly at 
last. “I, hum, have never... had a decent track record until now.” 


“That’s the kind of people I’m after this time, so it’s okay. I also plan to 
polish not famous people but gems like you, who are still mixed in the 
crowds.” 


“H-How should I dress myself to go? Is there anything that I need to have? 
As in, anything that I must do right now?” 


“Nothing. Go put on an outfit that you like. Just for the heck of it, we have 
to check whether it’ll look nice on-stage, so a dress would be best, but if 
you don’t have one, then your usual clothes will do.” 


“Why did you choose me? Because I’m acquainted with Violet?” 


“You have it in the wrong order. I found Violet while I was watching you. 
Then I found out that you knew each other, so... well, I might end up 
favoring you, but I’m not the only one who decides. I want you to tackle 
this without any expectations or enthusiasm.” 


“All right.” 

“But I do have a few expectations on you.” 

“Yes... Thank you, very much. I’m sorry for running away...” 

“T told you, didn’t I? I’m used to it. But that sensibility of yours is 


probably... something necessary for people like you, who go up on the 
stage...” 


That night, as Violet returned home, Leticia welcomed her with a hug and 
an apology. 


“Violet—Violet, I have some stuff that I want to... tell you.” 
“So do I.” 


“Y’ know, I just had a turning point in my life.” 


“Let’s talk about it in the order of events.” 
Reuniting with Oscar had become a turning point for Violet as well. 


Having been told about her circumstances, Oscar had offered financial 
assistance to her. As Violet had refused, he requested it be taken as advance 
payment for a ghostwriting job. It would be to write names and addresses 
on replies to fan letters. He apparently had brought them with him, 
intending to work on it whenever he had free time during his stay in the 
city. As she finished the job in less than thirty minutes, no matter how one 
looked at it, her payment was way over the appropriate amount. 


“T cannot accept it.” 


“The play I made with you as the subject was a hit and I haven’t run out of 
jobs ever since. Let me do at least this much for you.” 


“T cannot accept it.” 


“Someday, when I hire you to ghostwrite for me again... When that time 
comes, you can just cook for me. I only found out afterwards, but it seems 
that’s not part of an Auto-Memories Doll’s job.” 


“It was because you were such a troubled person, Master...” 
“Give me an earful with that one more time... Violet Evergarden. ” 


Violet was unexpectedly able to earn more than enough to cover for her 
travel expenses to return home. 


Encounters between people could cause rather significant twists and, in the 
blink of an eye, create something that could be considered a century’s worth 
of time. This time, what had occurred in the life of each individual was a 
small change, but if they were not making efforts to live their lives, none of 
it would have happened. 


And if something was beginning, it also meant that something else was 
coming to an end. 


Several matters had been solved for both Violet and Leticia. They no longer 
had a reason to be together. 


Being informed that Violet was going to leave the next morning, Leticia did 
not have any sort of disproportional reaction. As she had somehow already 
realized it, it seemed she was going to become conscious that they had to 
part, and if she did so, she felt like she would start bawling, which she was 
scared of doing. 


“Violet, I’m so sorry.” 
“You have said this several times already.” 


“But I want to say it many times more. I’m sorry for running away when 
you did so much for me today. I was... terrified... Even though I was 
aspiring for it, I was stupid enough to chicken out and bail on it, huh...” 


“T am also running away from the person I like... even though he does so 
much for me... I am stupid.” 


“Violet, you’re not stupid! I’m the stupid one! I’m sorry...” 


On that day, Leticia had many decisions to make. The last decision had 
arrived now. Either to peacefully bid part ways with Violet or to try saying 
what she had in mind. 


In reality, ever since the first night they spent together after they had met 
each other, there was something she had always been wishing for. It was 
only a fantasy, but simply embracing a dream was no crime. Therefore, on 
their last nighttime tea party, Leticia made up her mind and said it. 


“Hey, y’ know... Violet, if you’re okay with it... how about we live together 
forever?” she asked, despite knowing that it would never come true. “If 
you’re still not going to marry him... maybe you could work as an Auto- 
Memories Doll here or something... That’s right... if it’s the two of us, 
don’t you feel like we could have fun doing that? I think we could definitely 
keep getting along even when we become old ladies. How about it, Violet?” 


There was no way that such a thing would come true. Even so, she wanted 
to try saying it. She also had the desire to prove that she was fond of Violet 
to that extent. 


“No.” Violet shook her head. 


Of course. She had a hometown, someone that she was in love with and a 
job to do. Why had Leticia told her about such a wish, despite knowing that 
there was no helping it? 


Regardless, as if pathetically hanging onto her, Leticia continued, “I—hum 
—I really...” 


For some reason, she could not properly put it into words. Even though 
there were so many things that she wanted to thank Violet for. 


— Violet. 

“T’d be okay with living in this tiny room with you forever and ever.” 
—Thank you. 

“T like you...” 


Thank you for saving me from the start, even when I didn’t do as much 
as ask you to help me. 


“_,.to the point of thinking it’d be nice if that happened.” 
—And for not laughing at me when I told you about my dreams. 
“Violet, I like you.” 


—Thank you for supporting my dream and binding my fate to it. Thank 
you for being with me right now too. 


“T’ve fallen for you.” 


Within the darkness of the night, Leticia had told Violet about her dreams. 
Violet had given her a push on the back, stating that she was not an 
embarrassment. 


“IT know. Even as you say that, once you part ways with me, you will surely 
wipe off your tears and begin your battle.” 


Was that not enough? Leticia wanted to think so. 


She was used to being a good girl. She did not want to spew out any 
selfishness. 


“That is the kind of person you are. You are unable to stop chasing your 
dreams. No matter how much you are trampled or ridiculed, you still pursue 
them. That is what dream chasers are about, right?” 

“But, Violet.” 

She must not say it. 


“Violet, I’m scared.” 


She should not say it, yet she could not stop herself from doing so. She was 
so, so terrified of the future, which had abruptly started to move, that she 
could not hold back. 


——] still want to be a “lady”. But I also don’t. I want to see the future to 
come. But I’m scared of carving it on my own. 


All of these things were true, and that was exactly why she was frightened 
to the point of shaking. 


“Please show it to me. Please make sure to show me the dream that you told 
me about in this room.” 


Unable to help herself, Leticia clung to Violet’s lap as if rushing into it. 


How miserable and embarrassing the act of clinging to someone was. 
However, it was exactly because this person made her like this that Leticia 


wanted to cling to her, even if she were pushed away. 


“Violet... I—I don’t know... if I can do it,” she told Violet as sobs leaked 
from her. 


“No, you are someone capable of fighting, Leticia.” 
“Why do you think so...? I’m nothing special.” 


“You are in the way of becoming special. It is all right to be scared. But 
don’t stop fighting.” 


“Yeah... P’ll do my best; I'll fight...” 

“Yes, please... do not lose.” 

“T won’t... Violet... Y’ know, it’s okay even if it’s from afar. Watch me...” 
——TI’m using this person as a replacement for someone. 


A replacement to either her mother, her father, or the one who was actually 
supposed to be supporting her life. 


Even so, Violet lent her lap to Leticia. After today, she would grow out of 
this kindness. Therefore, Leticia cried, cried and cried, swearing not to run 
away. 


The next day, as Leticia woke up, she found a letter on top of a big box. 


They had practically said their goodbyes the previous day, but to think she 
would leave without saying anything... or so Leticia had lonesomely 
thought, but once she read the letter, this feeling was comforted. 


The letter said: 


To Leticia. 


This is a present. I have been turning into a human being lately. Therefore, I 
felt that it would be difficult to part with you and that I would end up 
crying. Please forgive me for biding my farewells through a letter. 


Violet Evergarden 


Leticia did not understand very well what she was saying, but if Violet of 
all people had run away due to not wanting to cry, that was just how dear 
Leticia was to her. The fact that Leticia managed to feel so peaceful was 
such a mystery that she could not bear it. She could not see Violet anymore. 
However, for whatever reason, she had the feeling that they would meet 
again, and could not help herself. She believed that Violet was the kind of 
person who kept her promises. She had asked Leticia to “show it” to her. 


“Someone like you can never be anything.” 


If Leticia truly became able to “show herself” as a singer to Violet, if she 
managed to become somebody, she had the feeling that Violet would 
definitely come to see her. 


After delicately putting the letter back into the envelope, she then set her 
eyes on the enormous box. The sound of a ribbon smoothly coming undone 
echoed in the room, wherein the morning sunlight of a winter day shone 
through. Inside the opened souvenir box was a white dress. It was the dress 
they had seen in that show-window. The one she had given up on buying, as 
it was too expensive. 


Was there anything more encouraging than this? That girl had told her to 
fight. And for her parting gift, she had chosen a battle attire that would 
allow Leticia to act suitably as a flower blooming into this world. 


Had she not used most of the money that she had worked to earn on this? It 
was easy to imagine a hungry Violet having only enough money for the trip 
back home. 


“T have to make sure I show it to her, I guess...” 


No matter what could happen, chasers pursued their dreams. Even if they 
were all alone, even if said dreams could not come true, they had to struggle 
and struggle, living on without giving up. 


Putting on the dress while crying, Leticia made an oath. That this would be 
her last time crying until her dream came true. 


The scattered stage eventually converged into one place. 


After swaying inside Benedict’s car, changing trains and arriving in Alfine, 
Gilbert paid a visit to the merchant house that Hodgins had relations to, 
which the latter had point out to him. The telephone line relay had 
seemingly gone well as the information had already been passed to the 
merchant’s shop, and so Gilbert was able to find out that someone who 
looked like Violet was apparently working in the city with an individual 
living in the forwarded address of a certain postal item. 


Firstly, he leaned towards the thought that it was reasonable to go to said 
address, but unfortunately, nobody was there. At around that time, the 
owner of the residence, Leticia Aster, was taking an audition. 


Left without choice, Gilbert went to the places Violet had worked at, as if 
trailing her footsteps. He went around stopping by many places, such as a 
restaurant where people bustled about setting tables, the house of a 
millionaire who kept enormous dogs and a tavern with a small theater that 
lavished nightly dreams, but was told that “the girl said she was going to 
leave the city soon”. 


—One step too late, huh? 
He had become desperate, gone from a northern land to Leidenschaftlich 
and made a big trip from there. Hodgins’s attempt to stop him for being 


foolish was now steeping into his body. 


It was all right. It was all right as long as she was safe. He could do nothing 
but think this and smile in self-deprecation. 


From someone else’s viewpoint, his actions would probably be laughed at 
as a waste. They actually were. Gilbert would also think the same of a 
stranger. However, he could not stop himself. 


From the moment that he first met Violet. From the moment that she said 
“Major” for the first time. From the moment that he told her that he loved 
her. From the moment that he begged her for forgiveness, asking to be by 
her side. Gilbert had been slowly changing, already far removed from his 
boyhood, in which he was living only for the sake of his family name as 
Gilbert Bougainvillea. 


A single girl was able to change a man this much. And the same applied to 
Gilbert. Just one young man was able to transform a wild beast into a girl. 


However, as they were unable to validate the greatness of such actions with 
one another, the other party always seemed to be the only dazzling one. 
They would cherish the other too much and find themselves thinking that it 
might be better if they were not around. 


However, as expected, they wanted to be together. 


That was nothing special at all — they were commonplace emotions that 
lovers from all around the world had been going through ever since the 
distant past. One would get used to it once they experienced it several 
times. It was the first time for both of them, which was exactly why it hurt. 


While looking at the hustle and bustle of the crowd, Gilbert wondered if he 
should go home. If Violet was not in the city, then he no longer had any 
business in it. If he went back now, he might be able to see Violet in 
Leidenschaftlich, even if just for a little. 


If, by any chance, he were able to see her, he would apologize for making 
her feel insecure. And if she accepted it, then this time, they had to talk 
about what the two of them would do from now on. Until both of them were 
convinced that everything was certainly going to be all right, even if they 
happened to be apart. 


Thinking up to that point, Gilbert suddenly took notice of a sound 
approaching him. It was a sound he had heard countless times. Ever since 
they had reunited, whenever they met up, he would smile once he heard that 
sound. 


The clicking of boots. Characteristically regulated footsteps, giving a 
glimpse of her stoic personality. This, and a word that he most likely would 
not fail to hear, no matter where he was or where he had gone to. 


“Major.” 


The first word that she spoke to him. A magic word that made his affection 
grow only when she was the one saying it, even though it was a mere title 
and did not suit him now that he had become a colonel. 


Gilbert’s breath caught as he turned around. 


Swaying dark red ribbons. A Prussian-blue jacket over a snow-white 
ribbon-tie dress. Cocoa-brown long boots and a trolley bag. And shining on 
her chest was the emerald brooch that connected the two of them. 


She was no longer a girl soldier, no longer just “Violet”. Nor his tool or a 
wild beast. She was a young woman, now living as an Auto-Memories Doll. 


Violet Evergarden reached a hand towards Gilbert. 
“Violet.” 
“Major.” 


Perhaps surprised that he had turned around all of a sudden, Violet retracted 
the stretched hand towards her chest and dropped it. Gilbert did not let 
escape the hand that would not attempt to reach towards his direction one 
more time. He grabbed her wrist and pulled her in. 
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He placed his other hand on her cheek, looking at her from up close. Her 
blue eyes, golden hair and shapely facial traits were just like a doll’s. It was 


his Violet, through and through. 
“Violet, is that you...?” 


Incomprehensible as the question was, Violet still answered it seriously, 
“Yes, it is me, Major.” Perhaps unable to handle his gaze from such a short 
distance, her cheeks began to flush. 


Gilbert exhaled deeply, embracing Violet as if to throw her into his arms. It 
was a Slightly rough embrace for a gentleman like him, but it thoroughly 
conveyed to Violet just how much he had been longing for a reunion. 


“Hum, I was wondering if it was a coincidence, but could it be that you 
were looking for me...? Until just a while ago, I was biding my farewells to 
the people whose care I have been under in this city...” 


“I’ve been looking. There probably isn’t a single day that I’m not looking 
for you, but... other than that, I really was searching for you.” 


“Major, were you not in a military base up north...?” 
“T took a leave. Because there was no reply from you.” 


Violet attempted to somehow shift her head from her immovable position 
and look at Gilbert’s face, but was unable to do so as his big body hugged 
her without any openings. 


He had already embraced her once. When they reunited for the first time. 
They were happy to see each other back then, crying and clinging to one 
another, but that was all. It was her first time being embraced like this. 


“Ma... jor...” Unsure of what to do as her older lover embraced her and 
showed no signs of letting go, her voice became high-pitched. Almost as 
though she were all but a young maiden. “Were—you expecting—a reply 
from me...?” 


Her cheeks were hot. They were tinted red. 


“It was while you were on a long business trip here. There’s no helping that 
you didn’t receive my letter... I caught up on the situation, but no matter 
what, I wanted to solve the misconception you had... so I ended up coming 
all the way here.&rrdquo; 


Violet asked fearfully, “Did my letter hurt you, Major?” 
“That’s my line.” 

“You did not hurt me, Major.” 

Those words pierced Gilbert’s chest. 


Why did this girl never doubt him? If only she rebuked him at least in 
moments like these, he would have felt better. As she was not the kind of 
person to do so, it was awfully painful for him. 


“No...” Gilbert at last slowly let go of Violet’s body and looked down at 
her face. “I did hurt you, Violet.” 


It was Violet’s turn to have her breath catch in her throat. After all, the 
emerald gemstone gleaming on the face that she was staring at were wet, 
sadness deeply engraved in his features. 


Looking at those irises caused Violet’s functions to come to a halt. There 
was no helping it. She could not stop herself from doing so. It was 
automatic. 


“Violet, I never once thought that you were an embarrassment.” 


That gemstone had been “beautiful” ever since they had first met. It never 
ceased to fascinate her. 


“T can’t live without you.” 


No matter how much people criticized or judged him, he was unable to give 
up. 


“T don’t want anything other than you.” 


He chased and chased after her. 
“Please. Don’t try to leave me.” 
Chased, chased, chased, chased and chased. 


The eye of the person she loved most, whom she finally was allowed to be 
beside. Her affection was unstoppable. She could not detain it. Violet’s 
“defect” apparently could no longer be fixed. Surely, it would not be fixed 
for the rest of her life. 


“Major—Major—Mapjor, I...” 


She was at last able to realize it. Violet Evergarden was completed by 
Gilbert Bougainvillea. Love had changed the wild beast that much. 
Infatuation had made a doll into a human being. Therefore, the wild beast 
faced her lord, whose gemstone-like eye shone with the joy, sadness and 
beauty of a lifetime — her one and only, more irreplaceable than anything 
else to her —, and roared. 


“Major, I love you. I will not leave your side for as long as I live.” 
“What is ‘love’?” 


For whatever reason, her old self seemed to overlap with her current one in 
Gilbert’s eyes. From the time when she told him that she had not 
understood his confession. However, this girl had now grown up and was 
declaring her love, almost as if to protect him. 


Tears poured like rain from his emerald eye. 


This time, Violet properly reached a hand towards Gilbert. She reached out 
and caressed his cheek through her glove. Her artificial hand squeaked. 


How much better would it be if her palm here softer? Even though her hand 
was cupping her crying beloved, it was much too cursed. It was excessively 
cold and hard. 


“With these hands, Major, I will protect you.” 


However, those arms were strong. They gave her enough confidence to 
assert that she was going to protect him. 


Attempting to do something about the overflowing tears on his own, Gilbert 
pressed down the corners of his eyes as he spoke, “Violet.” 


“Yes.” 

“You don’t have to protect me.” 

“No, I will.” 

“You’re wrong. I’m the one who’s going to protect you.” 


“T am not. I will protect you. I will put my lifetime on the line to protect 
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you. 


Whenever the stubborn duo opposed each other, neither would step back, 
but Violet was usually the winner. That might be the weakness of having 
fallen in love first. Or, perhaps, due to her being so docile, he would be 
startled whenever she came up to him too strongly. 


“Violet...” 


“Major... Just now, I understood. No matter what I am, no matter how 
much criticism I have to endure, as long as you want me, that is enough.” 


And so, Violet Evergarden said it. The line that she had told him in the past. 


“T’ll protect you,” she whispered in the same way, but with a different level 
of warmth. “Please do not ever doubt this. I am yours,” she declared with 
the warmth of love. “Major, I love you.” 


She would protect him. That was all she had in mind. 


Gilbert said in a slightly stunned manner, “I have the feeling that it’s the 
first time you’ve... properly told me this.” 


He was actually in shock. She had told him similar things before, but a love 
confession had never come out of her mouth so directly. 


—Finally. 


Gilbert realized that something — an indescribable emotion — was taking 
over him from within his chest. 


—It now finally feels like we’ve become a normal couple. 


Come to think of it, the two of them had always been on a one-way street, 
either behind each other or searching for the other’s back. Through both of 
them saying “I love you” to one another, the two at last were standing on 
the same spot. 


Violet apologized deeply. “I am very sorry. I have already learned how to 
say it. I can say it as many times as necessary.” 


Her attitude practically said, “Please order me to”. It would probably still 
take some time for that part of her to change. 


Fixing on Violet a gentle gaze that he only ever showed to her, Gilbert 
whispered, “My heart might not be able to handle it, so I need some 
practice.” 

“Your heart, Major...?” 

“That was a joke. My heart’s actually okay.” 

“What a relief.” 

“Violet... do you understand... that I love you?” 

“Yes, Major, you do love me.” 


“And that I love you most?” 


“T, too, Major... love—you—most.” 


“Sorry. Did I force you to say that?” 


“No. But just as you said, Major... surely... my heart is not able to handle 
it... Hum, when you look at me like that... the words escape me 
midway...” 


“Tt happens to me too.” 
“You are also like that, Major?” 
“Yeah.” 


Anything and everything about her was unbearably dear to Gilbert. Looking 
at her made him smile. Tears spilled as he did so, but Violet reached a hand 
and wiped them away. While doing so, she shed tears of her own. 


“We are defective, Major.” 
“Tears aren’t a defect. It’s okay to cry, Violet.” 
“All right.” 


The two joined hands in a natural manner. And, matching each other’s pace, 
they started walking 


A girl whose arms were prosthetics. A man who had one prosthetic arm and 
had lost one eye. They were a peculiar duo. However, once they mingled 
with the crowd, none of it mattered. They could go anywhere. No matter 
how much others judged them. Even if they never received approval. 


Violet said to the person she loved most with a slightly eager voice, “Major, 
while we... have not seen each other, the number of things I have to report 
increased.” 


“Aah... by all means, tell me lots about it. I look forward to your 
adventures.” 


“Yessir. This time, I learned about dreams from a dream chaser.” 


“A ‘dream chaser’?” 


“Yes. Someone who has dreams. I, too, Major... have many places that I 
would like to go with you.” 


“Let’s go, one by one.” 
“Can we?” 


“You said you would put your lifetime on the line to protect me just a while 
ago, right? I’m the older one... so before I have to use a cane, let’s make it 
happen. It’s okay, Violet. We have time...” 


“Major, do you have any dreams?” 

“T was never asked by anyone, but I do.” 
“May I ask what that dream is?” 

“T probably can’t tell anyone but you.” 


As Violet asked, “What might it be?”, Gilbert answered, “It’s rather 
commonplace, but I want a family of my own.” 


“Major, would it be okay... if it were with someone like me?” 
The question caused the vision of Gilbert’s emerald eye to blur once again. 
—Why are you like this? 


His Auto-Memories Doll lover would always say just the right words to 
make his heart pound. 


The strength with which Gilbert held onto Violet’s hand firmly increased. 
“Tt can only be you, Violet.” 


It would be easy to reply with that. He had long stopped hiding his love for 
her. He could probably say it as easily as breathing, but this time, the weight 


of such sentence was different from before. It was an oath to bind her life to 
his. 


If he were to say it, he wanted to do it after taking appropriate action, 
Gilbert thought. 


“Violet.” 


There was something he had always been holding back from doing. For a 
normal couple, said action was an ordinary display of love. It was a first for 
the two of them, so if he were to do it, it had to be now. 


Strangely enough, Gilbert was not too nervous. He was filled with 
happiness, to the point that nothing scared him anymore. He was also aware 
that she would not refuse him. 


He could tell as much now. She was his woman alone. 


Therefore, Gilbert’s legs halted. He then suddenly changed direction 
towards Violet, who was looking up at him in puzzlement. 


In the middle of the crowd, he kissed her in a way that could be considered 
murder. 


“Ma... jor...” 


As their faces broke apart, there was the figure of his lover, who was so 
adorably at loss. 


“Ma—jor... hum, I... hum...” 
“T’m sorry,” Gilbert said unabashedly. 


“No... hum... It is all right, hum... I... uh...” Violet was staggering in 
shock. “You are... the object... of my affections, Major... Therefore, it is 
all right... yes...” 


Her cheeks were red. Her eyes were a Sea of light tears. The only one in the 
world who could change Violet Evergarden this much was Gilbert 


Bougainvillea. 
—TI’m sure I was born for this moment. 


Gilbert was no longer afraid of anything. The loneliness that he had been 
carrying along ever since his childhood had disappeared. Therefore, he was 
also finally able to change from tool to human, smiling like a boy. 


Violet Evergarden was the one who made him into a person. 


“Violet, you’re the only one for me. Can you swear to me... that you won’t 
leave me for the rest of our lives?” 


If they were together, they could definitely live anywhere. 


Well, the aftermath of the story goes up to this point. 


Gilbert and Violet. None of the problems that surround him and her are 
solved yet. There is also no clearly decided future as to what will happen to 
them. However, the people who have seen the story of these two through 
might have been able to imagine an outcome for it. 


Let’s try to picture it a little. 


It is not so hard. Voices, scents, colors and movements deliver words. By all 
means, try to spread the wings of your imagination. Imagine them a quiet 
place somewhere. Just the two of them, in a forest of colorful flowers and 
trees. 


No, let’s make a correction. 


This would surely never be allowed. Their crimson-haired mutual 
benefactor would never permit it. The people invited to it would 
unmistakably only be the ones who had given their blessing to him and her 
after they had overcome their hardships. Amongst said people, there would 
be a young man with golden hair similar to hers. As well as a dark-haired, 
beautiful woman. And a girl with heterochromatic eyes. 


Now, spread your wings once again. Reimagine it. 


A future in which the woods are filled with laughter. Lanterns are lighting 
the sunset. Within the soft light, enveloped in the fragrant scent of violets, a 
groom, clad in the ceremonial attire of Leidenschaftlich’s army, and a bride, 
wearing a wedding dress specially customized by the president of her postal 
company, quietly pledge their love to each other. This outcome surely exists 
somewhere. 


She changed from wild beast to a girl. And from a girl to a human being 
who knew love. 

The story of this girl finally ends here. 

Is there any sadness in that? Once it begins, every story comes to an end. 
But you can make this one eternal by reminiscing to it. 


She is bound to come whenever you call. After all, she herself can go 
anywhere anytime. She will rush to wherever her clients desire. 


Should you ever feel lonely, by all means, I would like you to call her 
name. The name of this girl, whom you have seen through until this point. 


“Violet Evergarden”. 





Afterword 


Dear you, are you doing well? You were with Violet until the end, right? 
Thank you very much, truly. I cannot thank you directly for seeing her 
through, but I am extremely grateful. Thank you for reading and supporting 
her. 


A lot has happened for both of us while we had not seen each other, right? 


Now that you have seen it through to the end, did you wonder why I made 
the last chapter like this? I have said this before, but “Violet Evergarden” is 
a story about encouraging people to “live on regardless of anything”. I 
weave the threads of this fairy tale while thinking over and over again about 
how the readers will feel after reading it, about how they will view certain 
moments, and other such things. After all, I want you to be well. 


There is no guarantee that people will help when you are suffering. But I 
know that stories and music created by strangers can do that. 


Of course, they do not actually solve anything. It is not as if they will satiate 
your hunger or erase the pain that you are burdened with like magic. 
However, fictional stories, novels and animation have the power to upturn 
people’s feelings. The reason why I made the last story be about dreams 
was that I wanted to convey this feeling all the more keenly. Many things 
have happened to both you and me. 


There might have also been times when we were exhausted, dead-tired, 
falling asleep as soon as we arrived home and been in a daze while tears 
overflowed from us. For those who say that they were happy, I think, 
“That’s great, that’s great” and grin. By all means, stay that way. 


No matter what, since there is a limit to a human being’s ability to deal with 
things, we feel like giving up on our dreams when too many things happen. 


Prioritizing daily life is just the obvious. It is exactly because reality exists 
that we have dreams. 


But as they get crushed by the sourness of your everyday life, I periodically 
prayed that you would be able to remember the dreams you had before 
witnessing that sourness. Although it is presumptuous of me, I believe that 
things such as what you aspired to be when you were a child are extremely 
important. If you think this sounds like a lecture, then forgive me. 


It might just be that I think this way because it was valid for me. But 
dreams are something close to happiness. 


Eventually, your dreams will give someone courage just like a fictional 
story, and their voice might then give you courage as well. You and I have 
met at the end of my dream. You are unique in this world and the 
protagonist of your own tale, so I wanted to make this into a story that 
would help you stand up and say, “All right”. 


Because you will continue living from now on too. So you will need 
something that can cheer you up. 


This is my own selfishness. I apologize. But I will be rooting for you. 
Lastly, I simply want to express my gratitude. To Kyoto Animation-san. To 
everyone who works there. To everyone whose professions assisted in the 


derivations of this series. To the bookstores. To my friends and family. And 
to you reading this right now. 


To everyone involved, may wonderful moments come upon you. 


Sincerely, thank you for being by my side. Let’s meet again one day 
somewhere. 


